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CHAPTER I. 

RIVALS I N  LOVE A N D  'TAR. 

About twenty years ago all the young men in Ireland 
were in  a st& of fearful escitcn~ent over the prospects of a 
rebellion. 

Many Irish-American officers who had served in the 
great civil war had been visitiag their old homes and tmin- 
ing the Irish patriots in the use of arms, as well as instilli~lg 
in their minds a love of freedom. 

Serreral spirited young Irishmen hncl also entcred tlw 
English army for the purposc of p in i l lg  a l i n o ~ l c c l g ~  of 
mi1it:wy life, and with the vicw of afteraraid using that es- 
perience agnins% the e~iemics of their country. 

The Irish lli~cl more tliau enongh of men for a si~ccessful 
revolution, but t l~ey wcrc fenrfnllg short of arms, and every 
dart ~ w sbeing made to smuggle riflc.; into the country. 

Among those who thus entered the English army was 
Red nloncl O'Connor, the only son oF a gcntlcman resicling 
in the south of IreI;~nd, w110 cnrne of a fnmily long noted 
for their hatred of thc E~~gl i s l l  rnlc in Irclnnd. 

Mr. O'Coinlor lived nc:tr the sea-shore, and he was the 
owner of a swift and bcnntifol yacht, in which his son de- 
lighted to m d x  escui.sions whenever he could procure a 
lmve of absence from his rcgi~uent, 
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Redmond was just twenty at the time, but he was an 
accomplished sailor, and he held the rank of lieutenant in a 
rifle regiment tlieu stationed at a liwge tovn a few miles 
from his father's home. 

As young Recl~nond held strict ~ ~ o t i o n s  of. houor, lie did 
not take a single step ngainsb the Englisl~ govern~~lcut wldo 
in the service, as his intention w;ts l o  throw LIPhis ~ o ~ l i ~ l l i s -  
sion and join the patriots wheu the first outbrcuk of any 
importance o c c n n d .  

I-Ie lrllew tliut the Y O L I I I ~men in the ~leighbod~ooil nrcrc 
of drilling ill thc mo~t~ltains in the I ~ i ~ h i t  at  night, thal 

secret cluhs wrrc f~)rrnii~g,al~cl t h t  01 lwr 171-tytraliol~s 
were going on, but young O'C!onnor held aloo! Prom :dl 
such movements, thorrg11 it w:a wcll kilown t l i ~ ~ t  11e WLIS; 

thoroughly in  sympathy will1 the l )abots  of the Imtl. 
Iiedmoucl was :L tall, str:q)piy yo~ulg fellow, nild a spleli- 

did t~thlete, bat he was nevcr lrnown to raise his hands in 
anger at school or college, save wllel~ provoked to the 
utmost. 

Ou one occasion, when at sol1001 in t11c town, lie newly 
killed an opponent who forced him into a fight, olthongh 
his rival was thc bnllg of the closs and much bigger and 
older. 

C ' l 1 : 1 1 9 l o yThat opponent's name u7;rs i31:~1ie, and h e  was 
now n cnl)tnin in the snmc regiment t,o whivll Rerlmoncl be-
longed. 

Commissions in the Eng.li.ql~ army conlcl be purchaser1 in 
those clays, and :LS young U1:~lte'sl u  ther was n n,we:Jfl~~ Innrl-
holder, he could ailord to pus11 his son allend in the ser-
vice. 

Although Captain B1:dre vns :LII T 1-is1lrnan by birth, he 
was an English aristocrat at I i e :~~i ,  :md 11c snecred at  all his 
countryinen who desircd to govci~r~ their ow11 luncl. 

As they wore often tll~.own togctll~r as ollicers iu  the 
same reginicn t ,  Eeclmoud O'Con no^ Ila(1 rc:~sou t n  linom 



AN IRISH MONTE CRISTO. 5 

that Chnrley B1:~lie never forgot the benting lie hncl reccivrd 
in tlicir scliooll~~y clays. 

'L'li,~t 1i:ltrctl OIL  1Sl,~lic's part still morc ilitensiliocl 
mllcu I I P  le:~l,licil that young O'Uonnor w:w paying court to 
a fair girl wlioni he h:d marked out for his wife. 

The jronug girl's name was C!eh Latitner, inid she was 
the only cl~ilcl of a poor ~ r c i i o h  gentleman who l i d  settltd 
i11 1rel:mil when he ww clrivcn f ~ o m  his own country after 
taking p a ~ t  in a ~ w o l ~ ~ t i o n  iii Paris. 

Wlde C:~ptuin Ulalre hated his fcllow-otficcr, he ~ ~ l u ~ a y s  
n ~ e t  llinl with a smiling face itud fail' u ~ ~ r ( l s ,  :~nd  young 
O'C'onnor was too open-rrtiniled to imagine that trenchcry 
and venom 11~rkccl in the brenst of his old schoolmnte. 

One clay early in 3 1 : ~ ~ ~Redniond receivccl positive infor- 
mation tlint the Iris11 rehels were ont on the hills in force, 
aucl lte d once solit in liis resigmtion as an oficer in the 
Engl is11 army. 

The gonng mnn had just returned from n long cruise in 
his yacht, and his little vessltl was lying in the bay near his 
father's house. 

On the snrne evcning he rode out of town to visit hi8 
fntlicr and his promised bride, in order to bid them farewell 
before taking to the hills with the patriots. 

Celia Latimer mid her father were on a visit at Mr. 
O'Connor's honsc that ercniug, and the young people were 
soon strolliug out on the niargin of a benntifnl lake and 
tallring of the l u  ture. 

Cclin was n ch:~rming,cladc-eyed crcature, lively and 
witty, R I ~ C ~frill of spirits, bat her female friends declnred 
tlmt she rvns n coquette, and very nnibitious as well. 

"And so you are going to join the rebcls, Reclmond," she 
said, with a sigh. 
"Yes, I am, ilcnr girl. I nlwnys said that I wonld be a 

rebel when my fcl lo~~~-couutryme~~arose in arme, and my 
father approves of my purpose. 
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"Then you will hc likely to eucouriter Chl~tain Bldie, as 
he asserts t l ~ t  hc will be glad of a chance to Ii&C the COW-

ardly rebels, as he calls tlicrn." 
"Uaptnin Bli~ltemay soon discovcr tli,rt we ;LIT not d l  

such cownrcls. Wheu (lid yon see him last, Celia Y" 
"He paid us a visit last night." 
" Indeed! 1 saw him in  town to-iLiy, and he did 11ot 

mention it." 
The yonug girl snlilecl in ii playf~zl manner, as slit! w- 

joinell : 
"He w:w: not pro~td of his visit, 1 imagine, ~ t s  he a&ed 

me to be his wife." 
"The mischief you say, Celi:~ ! hi111w11d I L I I S W O ~did 

yon make him?" 
"I told him that T llnd promised lo bp your bride. Thcn 

he used some very ugly language, and vowcd that I would 
never be your bride, Reclmond. I tllongl~tit best t o  warn 
you thnt he is your bitter cnemy." 

('Why, the mean fellow w a  as sweet, ns possiL11e to me to- 
day. 13owcvcr, I c:~n defy his hati.ec1, and I hope to meet 
him soon on tlie field 01 battle. Who comes licre in such 
haste, I wonclcr? Why, i t  is D C I ~ I I Y  Lane." 

A country lac1 of cighlcen, who acted as a stal)lc-bop for 
Nr.  07Cornlor, mi1 dowll the path at the moment in a, ve1.y 
excited mnnncr, :nld wllen he  reached lhe young pair he 
blurted forth, in cn~~t ions  toms : 

'(011, Mister lkllnoncl, Master Redmonil, cut for it at 
once, as the peelers are at the house after you. I'll steal the 
horse out to the mountsin to you." 

'* The peelers a f ~ c r  me, Dcnuy? What in the rniscllief 
have I done as yet?" 
"They were down on thc boat G~nst, sir, and t h ~ y  found a 

lot of gluns tllcre in a box. Thcy m y  you brought them 
over from France to fight t lx  Ihglish with, and that is 
what they want to tLdx yon Lo prisou for." 



6' 


"Confonnrl the rnscnlsl I hadn't a single gun on board 
except my fowling-piecc. Tliwe's some tt.circherg at  work 
against me!" 

To be sure there is, sir," uric11 r)(?ti~iy, " In1 t they fooncl 
the box nF gnus on 1 ~ o ; ~ r ~ ltLtly\ViLY, nnd yo11 had better cut 
n ~ l d  run for it. 'l'is littlo thcy c:w ah011t transporting or 
hiulgiug a n  i~unoccnt gcn tlenzan ill tlucsc times." 

'.That is very t rw,  L)clu~y, but I would like to face my 
accwsers. " 

i G  'Tis better to face them mith sonie of the boys at  your 
hack, sir. If they tdcc you now, you won't be ihle to join 
in the fight." 

I Lhinli you llnil better take Denl~y's :ulvic,e, Reclmond," 
said the y o ~ m g  girl, in sncl, sorrowful toncs. '' J70u were an  
English oflicer, you h o w ,  and it is serioos crime to be 
caught smuggliug w n s  in here, whether yon are guilty or 
not." 

Retln~ond lookecl in tlie clirection of his fo1ther's house, 
which wns nfiou t I d '  a ride away, i ~ s  Ilc :~skeil the lad: 

c 6  Are they wnitiug t , h e  to tiilie tnc?" 
L d  Rome of t,hcni :we, aucl mol-c of t l~cmnrr out in search 

of you, sir. Tlic. r i ~ s c i ~ l ~  may be here at  ally moment. Do 
cut for it, sir, b ~ f o r c  they come. Gat up to tlie mo~ultain, 
nnd I will t:~lie your horsc up t80thc g :~p  ass soon I can to- 
niqht." 

' &  , h r l  the rifle nncl revolvers in Lhr.loft of the stable ttlso, 
Dtwly. Cnt back to the house now, aud I will start up the  
moruntnia at  once. Plcnse tcll my fi~tller that I did not p ~ ~ t  
the grins in the yacht." 

He tohl the peelers t1l:~thiluself, sir, but they wouldn't 
believe him. They s:~icl they h:~d thc inforinntion to-day 
from one who helped yon to get them abonrcl in France." 

The 1:~d clnrtecl anrng again, and Ecdmond O'Connor 
seizecl Celia's hand as he snicl: 

"My clew girl, I cannot say when we will meet again. 
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Be true to me, and I will make yo~i my wifc when the war 
is over." 

"Can yon clonbt nw, Redmond? Fly! fly! I see some 
dark forms conling aloug the pnth." 

One kiss, nncl a claqing 01 thc Ilaucls, aiicl the yonng 
nwn darted np toward the moantain, while five monntell 
policemen cli~duxl towa,rd the lake at tlle same time. 

The policemen saw the flying form, and they st:~rlrd up 
the hill in pursuit. But Retlnlond was a flcet rnnner, nncl 
he knew every p t h  on the. mountain, so t l ~ t  he had little 
trouble in effecting his escape. 

In reaching a certain retreat, the young man met n pnrty 
of over e h~ulclrecl robcls, who reccivctl him in the ~vibrnlest 
manner, and t h ~ y  at once inatle him cnpt:~in of thc bnnd. 

Denny Lime was as good as his word, izs 11e rode u p  to the 
monntain that nigllt 011 the young man's best horse, hriiig- 
ing with him a splendid rifle ancl two revolvers. 

As the rebels were short of arms, it was resol) (.(I to sdlg 
down and attack a police barrack ill a, r~cighboringvillage 
on the following night, and then to innrch to join tlic pn-
triots who wcrc ont^on the hills of R e r y .  

Reclmoncl led the att:tclr, ant1 the barrack w,t5 talcml after 
a sharp struggle. 

Having secured all the arms and the horses, Rednloucl 
sent his men on their way to the mount:~ins, whilth Ile ro11c 
to pay a last visit to Celin Latimcr. 

As he was approaohing the old Frcncl~m:~u's coLt:qe, 
which was on the outskirts of thc vilhgc, llic young m;in 
was suddenly set on by a party of Eilglis11 sol(1icrs 1yi11g i n  
emhush, and, before he conlcl raise a hand in his own de-
fense, he was knocked senseless from his horse by the blu w 
of zt rifle. 

I t  was Chptain Blake who harl s t~ncl i  the Ldow. alld who 
had also planncd the ambnsll for his rival's capture or 
death. 
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When Redmoncl O'Connor recovered his senses again, he 
found hiinself a, pisoncr in the guard-house of the regiment 
to which he hid belonged, and lie was told that he was to 
be tried by conrt-marlid on tlic Pollowi~ig day. 

On that trial i t  was pro~ctl  that he h id  smngglcd arms 
into 11-cli~11tl for the rebels while in the service of the clueen, 
:~ncl he \v:w senlol~ced to iml~isonmen t for life in one of the 
collr-iut 1)risons of the E~igli,.il~ government. 

011 tAc very night of l~is  tl9iitl, the unfortunt~te young 
man wtls smngglccl to C!ork Si:tr)~or :md plnced ia solitary 
cuntinemcut in the stroiig prison on Spike Islnnd. 

Rcdnlo~iclwas not allowed to sce or commnnicnte wit11 his 
father or ally of his fricntls :~fLcr his arrest, nnd w his tri.bl 
was held in secret, none of Chew were nwurc? of his f:~te. 

Captain B1:~li~ during the t r id ,  kcpt in the bi~clrg~~ot~ncl 
but he was the moving s p i ~ i t  in thc wl~olch business. and he 
wi~s mnch clisiqqmil~tcd mhcn sentence of dcnth was not 
pilssed on his rival. 

IF the El~glisli oflicers ha11 been aurare tliet yo~ulg O'Co11- 
nor led the :~ttnck on the police b a ~ ~ a c k ,  death \vould haw 
been his cloon~. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

TBE PRISONER POI% LIFE. 

ofWhu can realize the l ' e c l ~ l ~ ~ s  11 brt~vc surl spirited 
young matL cunsigncd to u t l r~ury priaoi~ ( d l  for life st tlic: 
time whan hw heart was be:~ting with l o w  :m11 hope for l ~ i s  
11sti ve land ? 

Reclniontl O'C!onnor w:~s prcymwl to 1nt.cL clP:clh on the 
tfield of battle, In1 t hc never cl~.ci~ni of a l i i~gwing life in 

solitary confinerncnt ou tll:~t i.oc~li-l)~~rlcl i s la~~t l .  
D:I,~ after &J', mo-zt,l~ itftcr rnol~tli, and year d t e r  year 

went by, and the poor prisoncr ucver satv a, fricnilly f x e  
or heard s singlc wort1 of iutelliqcwcc from his I ~ ~ i e u d s  in 
the outer world. 

T h e  convict prison at  Spilw Islimd is one of the most 
clesolate places in t11e world evm for those convicts who 
aorkcrl in thc stone qn:~rries nnd ; i t  pirking oakum. 

By a speciial orclcr of the goveriinicnt. Rcdnioncl WLS 

placed in :I cell in t l d  portion o l  tllc 1wison rcscrvcrl for 
unrnly con viuts  scntcncwl to soli tnry con fincmcnt, and for. 
fivc long yeiars thc only 11nm;m b h g  he saw was thc  snrly 
kecper who %aye him his food. 

T h a t  food consisted of a picce of b l ~ w n  hrexl mtd n ,jug 
of wnter each day, with nn occnsiond bowl 01gruel in the 
evening. 

A t  first, Rcdmoncl e~ideavorerl to tlmw some informition 
from the surly keepcr, but tllc nliul phinly informed l h  
that  he  was inshuctcd to give the p k o n c r  110 infornmtion 
whatever, and the poor fellow stoppcd his qnestinns. 

Pining day by day, nncl eating his lienrt away, as i t  were, 
Redmoncl was continudly thinking of escape in the mem-  
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time, and whcn the clrc:~ry five y e w  had passed he  was 
almost a slielctou in :bpl?cnr,zrir.c. 

Dnring that  time he b:d formed n l i~inilre~lplans of 
escape, not one oC wl~iuli dill lie gc.t tlie least chance of put- 
ting into e w x t i n n  in lhu well-g~~nrtlctlprison. 

lieclrnoucl did not cxrcii Itnow the name of the placr in 
~rhiull lie W:IS (w~~fiiieil.:lilt1 of C I X I I S ~  he conlil not re;dizc 
thd ,  iP lie dill rn~~nagc. to gt4 outs~cle of thc strong stone 
walls, lie wo~ilil h v c  to 1'1111 L I I C  g:u~tlet of the armed 
guards stationc~l d o ~ g  tlie shoscs of I l ~ cisland, and then 
swim a long 11ist:~nccin iuug l~  nr:ltci.. 

The  young innn l i d  bcen ,z studcnt of history :mcl of the 
literature of the k ~ y ,  t~ncl lie hat1 rc.:~il of lni111y remarlable 
e sc :ps  bon1 the g i w t  p.iwiis of J3111mpc. 

I n  many of tliosc Ii~mous c s r q c s  &dl~~oIIil aoulil renieln- 
I,cs t l u t  t h  P S ~ S ~ I ~ C I ' SI V C ~ Cnssistecl bv tsne fricuds outside, 
ant1 Ihnt t 11c I\crlws were oflcn bril)cll to aid them. 

Bnt hc 1xwi no nwnns of commnnicntilzg with his dear 
frientls, who wcrc nrtually ignol.nnt of his fate ; and how 
uonld he bril)e tlic sii1.1y j:~iler, wlio trcnteil him more like a 
wilt1 animal in a c a p  tlinn as a human being? 

Tlle o111v o p e ~ ~ i ~ i g  froin tlie dark cell was throng11 the  
strong iron cloor, wl~iuh was only opened nbont every t h e  
days, ns the kecper genemlly handed in  the rations through 
the  smnll grating, w11ic.h moved with a spring slide. 

Rctlmond Irnew h t  his prison was close to the scn, as he 
conld son~ct i~ncs  inhnlc tlic s:Jt breeze, and he  could I m r  
the  roaring of tlic wares a p i n s t  the  rocks on stormy 
nights. 

As the mi mas his f:~vorite element, the poor prisoner 
would often say to Iiimsolf : 
''Oh, if I coultl only ouce reach the nrnves I mould battle 

through thcm for d e w  life. 7Tc:iIt and worn as I am, I 
Peel that the  salt w:her would give me life and strength 
again.'' 
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As the yonuig man mas bereft of all occupqtion he spent 
much of his time in building castles in t11c air, weaving 
romances for his future life that senrpasseil the most glow-
ing accounts in history or fiction. 

He would think of his father, of Celia, and of the dear 
friends of his boyhood, and he would sometimes ask him- 
self : 

"Could Charley Blake have anything to do with putting 
the guns on board the yacht? He  was the only real enemy 
I ever liad in my life, and he swore to Celia that she woulcl 
never be my wife. Oh, when I get out won't I pay him 
back, if he has played a treacherous part with me!" 

Then Reclmond woulcl fix his mind on the latest plan of 
escape uppermost therein, while he would ponder and pou- 
der until his poor brain would grow dizzy, and then sink 
into a restless slumber. 

At other times he was almost tempter1 to pray for death 
as a relief to his terrible sufferings, bnt lie would soon ban- 
ish tlie dark thoughts from his mind, and hopefnlly exclaim 
to hirnsclf : 
"I must never give in. I will yet escape from this place, 

and then for a glorious life in the g m ~ t  world outside." 
One stormy night in early spring, while Redmond wns 

listcning to the so~ind of the waves beating against the 
rocks, he heard an unusual commotion throughout the 
prison. 

Springing to his feet, he ran to the iron door and listened 
attentively, while he muttered: 
"What can be the matter? I hear riflc-shots and cries, 

the stamping of heavy feet, and the banging of the doors. 
Oh, can it be a revolt of the prisoners?" 

It was a revolt of tlie prisoners, and the unfortunates had 
gained the upper hand of the guards and. the keepers for 
the time. 

Aided by friends outside, some of the political prisoner8 
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had secured 6les and a few revolvers, and on that stormy 
night about a clozen of tlien~ succeeded in breaking loose 
from their cells lo attack their keepers. 

Hnviilg overpowcrecl the men over them, and secnred 
their arms, the clesper:~,te convicts hnsteneJ to open the 
other cells with the keys ttakeri from the jailers, while the 
outer gllnrds mere mustering to qncll the revolt. 

Redmontl O'Connor coillcl sctrcely breathe h.0111 the ex- 
citement rousetl in his mind as he stood at tlie door of the 
cell, kicking away at it with the itm most frenzy, while he 
gasped, aloud: 
'-Here, here, in Heaven's name, and let me out to join 

yon! Oh, I am a soldier, and I can show you all how to 
fight for liberty!" 

The tramping of the feet came nearer and nearer, the 
yells and rifle-shots resonncled throngh the prison, and Recl- 
mond could barely stand on his trembling limbs when he 
heard a key in the loclr and his ccll door was Rung open 
with a bang, while a rongh voioc yellcd ont to him: 
"Come out, if you are a man, ant1 fight with us for your 

life!" 
Seizing the tin cup containing a little watcr, Redmond 

clrainecl it, and then shggerecl o ~ l t  into the pmsnge, crying: 
"G i ~ eme a weapon of some kind, and you will see thnt 

I can fight!" 
"Follow me and grab what you can gct," cried the con- 

vict who had opened the door. '' We are going to make a 
cl:~sll at  the gnalds." 

Somc forty of tlic desperate men were soon formed to- 
gethcr in a yard, but not more than a tllircl of thc number 
had yet securecl weapons of any kind. 

The guards were forming in an ontcr court, boats were 
hastening to the island from the war-shipin the harbor, 
and some of tho kecpers who had cscqml capture were 
firing a t  the to~lvicts from the wi~ldows b ove. 
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Redmond O'Connor was still frarhlllv coulnscd when he 
reached the yard, bnl the cool rain t~eilting in his face 
servccl to refrcsli him, and he scizwl a dhovcl and ririserl it 
aloft, crying to the  others: 

6 '  lInvc :tt tllern oil t t1iel.e at  w c r ,  or we'll he shot clown 
hcre like clogs. W1ic1.e arc we at  all, bogs, I'd lilcc to 
know ?" 

Some of the  convicts lnolicd a t  thc spcakcr in surprise, 
wliile oue of them cricd: 

Li  You'rc ou Spike Island, of coursr. The poor devil is 
out of his mind." 

Iiorlnioncl still i~cterl more libc n ni:~t.lmnn the next 1110-

ment, as he wnwd his shnvcl q a i n ,  iwcl rushcrl at the 
guards, as 11c yellccl, ilk fefirfnl t u ~ ~ c s :  

arc we? Then wr must take6 6  We're ou Ppilre Is l t~n~l ,  
to tlie se:b, boys. C'1c:~r the w:$y for frcodom! Fire, ilud at  
tl~em!" 

Ancl the half-frimtic man 11:islled in among the gunrcls 
and bent them clown on d l  sides with 111s shovcl, while his 
fe1lon.s crowclecl on with him, yclliltg r~loi~cl like so many 
escaper1 Innnt'~ c s .  

The gnnrds helclcl their ground for n timc, however, nsing 
rifle and revolver with clc:~lly cifcct ou the  convicts, but 
they mere forced to givc way before tlie fnry of the ( l~sperate 
men fighting for life and li herty. 

Recl~lloncl clicl not rccelve a scrnt1~11 in the ilrenclful melee. 
although he ivas ever in the tliiclrcst of tlie struggle. 

When the young soldier saw the gnalds giving may on all 
sides lic seizccl a rifle nnd cartl.idge-bos, m c l  yelled to tlie 
others: 
"T:~lie all the  arms you can and b u n t  out to the shore. 

We must tidie the boats and away with 11s before they get 
help from the ships." 

T h e  convicts then m d e  n dash for the gntc and forced it 
open. 
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T h e n  Rerlmonrl O'Connor 11e~rtl for tho first; time that  
he wns on Sl~ilie Island hn rcnlixccl that their chnnces of 
esoape mere rleslw~.:~tc,iucleed, 11uless Id~cy cnultl promre 
hn:~ts to convey them to thc~ m:tinl:~l~c.l. 

Even if d l  tlic c:onvicts wcrc rc:lc:wril :lnd armed to the 
t,ccth it wonld be impossi1)lo For t l m i ~  t,o l~olcl thc islnud for 
:HI hour :~g:~insk the lo~.cc t11:~t wo11lt1 IN> l:~n(letl horn the  
ww-ships in the h:1+y. 

Rctlmontl li~lnnr the loo:l,tiou of the island a d l ,  and I R  at, 
once rensoucrl, even in 1111. fuly oL' the stril'c, tll:~t t h y  co11111 
only escape dentli or rccnptnre I)g at. once t d i i ~ ~ gt,o t h e  
w:lter in bonts or by trusting tlioir bodies to the waves. 

And none hut tJle no st clesper;lLe, intlaecl, would ventu_~.e 
into the rude mnves on th:it, night of st8orm and rain. 

Out from the g:~tcs and clown t,oward tlie boat-honses 
barst the furions couvicts, w ldc  111) from the  war-ships in  
the  harbor arose the brilliiu~t rockets to Light the way of the 
boats nlready nearing the islnncl. 

The  g~lnrcls :md the Iteepers wcrc rallying and firing 
again, and  bcfore the  poor convict \vret,ches conld rco.cli the 
bout-houses, sevend of them fell dcntl or wi~unrled 011 the  
strnncl. 

When the  boat-houses were rcac11ec.l a ycll of clismny 
burst from the convicts, while one of them cried. tdoucl in 
agony: 

"No o:ars-no oars! I1c:~vcns d i r e ,  the s:~ilors am firing 
011 11s ~IOU'!." 

Scnttcr :doug ithe rocks, lacls," cried Redmond, ns 11e 
saw the poor fellows E;dling aror~ntl him. wilh tihc s:iilors 
closiag 011 one sidc :tnd thc gnnl.cls on the ot,lier. "I'll take 
t:o t,he wares for it. Follow me who Ultcs. Down on the 
gronud or yon'll be shot clown l i lx \\;il~l bcnsts." 

h s  the  desperate nzan uttered thc h s t  wor~ls be d ~ d l e d  
iuto the  waves, while the s~wviving convicts fcll flat on the 
ground. and cried to their mcl.cilcss hukcl~ers for mercy. 
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CHAPTER 111. 

THE STRUGGLES OF A BRAVE M.AN. 

Redmoncl O'Connor was not betrayecl by his hope when 
he anticipated that a plnnge into the salt water would give 
renewed vigor to his frame and fresh conrage to his mind. 

Being accustomed to sen-bathing from his early boyboocl, 
he was always at  home in the wild waves of the coast, and 
he had Ictlrned to swim, floak, and dive as well as the best 
tvatcr-clog long the shorcs. 

Eve11 in that moment of wild excitement, while di~shing 
into the waves, thc young man had formed s plan of action. 

Uy the light of the rockets 1113 could see that several of the 
war-bo:& 11d toucllecl the shore, while ot11e1-s were moving 
from the ships in rapid successioli, and he dived beneath the 
surface ,hs he said to himself: 

I' There's no chance for nle on tside, and I'll make lor one 
of thc boats coming in." 

Striking ont boltlly, ant1 only once rising to the  surface 
to take :ui observation, Redmoucl wtts able to reach the stem 
of one of the incoming war-boats without being observed 
by the sailors or those on shore. 

Seizing the rudder with a light liancl, the brave m,ul 
scnlwly ri~iscd his head above the water to breathe, while 
he kept his botly concealed nnclcr the stern of the boat, 
even when the bow strnck the landing-place. 

Rcil~noucl renwined in that position for over half an hour, 
and he soon lcnrnecl from the sailors in ch;wgc of the boat 
that the revolt was over, and the surviving convicts taken. 

None of the ulor tunnt  e wretches had followed Redmoncl 
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into the sea, and it was relmtetl t l ~ t  wlii, ledthe n~acln~:m 
the last attack on the p w d s  had pcrislied in the waves. 

T l ~ eyoung m:m still clu~ig to the rudtler ,w the b o d  
ps l i ed  back to the frigate, ;uid 11e was the11 ltivorecl by thtl 
clsrkness, as the war-vesscls 11x1 ceased to illumine tlic 11:ir- 
bol- with tllc ~ ~ c l i c t ~ .  

D7hen thc k~nnL renchecl the higate to whicli it was at-
tnalie(1, Eetlmoud m:de :~~lotlli>r t l i ~ c  for tlw anchor-chai~l 
of the ship, and he w:~s soon resting in thr d : ~ r h ~ c s s ,  with 
his cgcs f i s d  on the lights in the villi~s dong  Lhc plc:~s:~nt 
shore, as Ile mnttcred to hirnscll': 

"It would bc almost impossiblr for mp to I W L ~ ~ Itlic shurc 
with the tiilc rnnniug out :is strong as it clocs. 7'11~11 I 
would be scixecl in those couvicth' clot1 1c1s Lwfuw I con1tl 

find a place of sllcltcr. I masl 1 1 i ~ v t b~ O I I I - ~ I ~ P ,l~owcrcr, mitl 
I tlianlt Ilcnven for fitvoriiig nle so f w  on this Lta~*~-iblcnight 
of strif~l." 

The young m:in Lhcn cmt his cyes dowu : ~ t1J1c l ~ g l ~ t b  ill 

Quecnstown liarlm., ant1 he cuntinuetl to nln ttcr: 
Would I mere safe 011 hoard so~iw stca~ncr bonuil for 

America; but I am dying to know w11:~t 11:~sb(wiue of 
father and Cklia in all tlioae long yeirrs, tI& nppenr as rb 

ccutury to ma. " 
The wind was still blowing a gulc. ant1 tlie ~ x i n  wiis f i ~ l l i ~ ~ g  

in torrents, with the cold wntw chillil~g his body tu the 
bones, yet Redmontl kcpt clinging to the i~ucllor-cllain ,for-
getful of his sufferings in the brig111 hope of regaining 111s 
i'rcrdom. 

Oh, for e ~ c n  the rags of a Lcgpr  d l  the monwnt! ant1 the 
bmve fellow wodd take to the wares ngi~in, mid try to baltlr 
to the shore lying ncl-uss the Ii;u.l~o~~ Ironr that IPni-ful illland 
prison. 

While thus nleclitating :LS to his f ~ ~ t u r e  ~novements, the 
tide changed, aud the waves swept to~vwcl the River 
Lee. 
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After pallsing some minutes, Redmond fixed his eyes on 
a light in a large m:insion on the shore, ancl tlien dived 
away Froni tht? frigate ss he said to himself: 
" I will trnat to the waves ancl to fortune on the fricndly 

shorc. Who knows bti t I may meet son~e kindly s o d  who 
will take pity on the csc:y)cd convict?) 

After a very scvcrc struggle, Reclmolitl dill succeccl in 
reaching tlie shore at  a point about rnii1w;~y 1)ctwcc11 QIICC~I~S- 
town harbor :~n(1 Cork City, an([ tlien he clxwled 11p into :L 

small grove in l'rot~t of Lhe mnrision where he Ilad scen the 
p i t l ing  light Iw I ~ t l1)1:~1'li~i[h.om thc i'rig:ttc. 

Flinging hinisrlf 011 thc grountl he pce~wl n~isioosly 
rwound the honse, in the liopc of sccing :i scrvaat to whom 
he c o d d  appeal. 

Mnstcriiig more conragc, the yo~iag m:tn tllcn stole np 
behind the shrnbbery until he gained the rew of the nmn-
sion, were lie saw a 1:wge st;~blc in wllich a lalitern wns 
bu riling. 

With another careful g h c c  monnd, Rcdlnoncl stole to 
Lhe sn~aller door of the stable, ,2s lie said to himself : 
" I nay at least get up in tlie hay-loft, if thcre's no one 

in here to see me, mcl luile in the hny for some time." 
Thcrc w : ~no 11nmnn being in the st:bble at  the time, and 

the escapcrl convict cast a glance at  the row of fine horscs, 
as he said to hinisclf : 
"With one of tlicnl I coul~l reach home in four or five 

hours if I only l ia~l  some ot,licr clothes to wear.'' 
He then loolccd around for some old gnrments, but he 

could only scc a wcll-wurn frieze coat, a Scotch woolen cap 
worn by thc stableman when clcnning the horses, and 1% 

pair of oil-cloth ovcl.alls, such nu was worn by coachmen in 
stormy weather. 

Having examined the articles, he gathcrecl thcm in a 
heap and slob LIP with them into the hay-loft, ns he mut- 
tered: 



' (They may do on a pinch. I hate to play the .chief, bat 
I must get* l~orr~c, l l e ~ ~ a f t e r . "and 1can, m:9e ~~sti l-uLion 

Thr! old g:rr.nicnts wonld do to cover Ihe conrictt's suit, 
w l ~ ~ tb ~ ~ t  n qncw figi11-e hc woald cut in them on Iiolw+ 

back, ns it nr:ts his tirm purpose to take one of the good 
a ~ ~ i n ~ : t l aJlwnl Llic st:~ble nncl ride away lo his fal;hcr's 1li)ilse 
in Ilic cl:~~~lcnc::s of tltc niglit. 

Ilirvin:,r p u t  on tlw c'lotllcs t.hus S C ( ~ L I ~ C ~ ,  r;)~ilmo11d s t ~ ~ l e  
clown iutu tllc st:zl~le n p i n ,  nnil 11e t h ~ m  pccr.ctl out to 
esnmine t,lic ~~rcln~isc!s. 

see. ;L light ill t he  l r i t c l ~ ~ i  EIe co~~lcl  u l  blw nl:~rision, and 
st.ea.ling o.iwa to tlw wii~clow he bel~cltl a mizn ; ~ n d:L wonltLn 
scie~ed be1d1.c. t l ~ c  lire its if e11joying i~ rest itftcr a thy of 
I h x .  

ii Tllnl is the s t ;~ l~lo~nnn,"  t.tl~ongll Rctln~oucl," :~nd  he 
has fcd fllc 11orscs. Jde is t.nliing his comfo~t ,  imcl 1 c m  
slip :Lhome ont i n  t.11~storm n,ithoilt his Ilonring me." 

Ec t ,u~ .~ i i l~g  ag:zin, tllc yonng convict s:~dclled to the sl.:~.l)l~ 
~ L I I ~Lridlcrl tllc best Ilorse he could sc-lect imrl led h i m  oot 
i ~ ~ t , othc y:wtl. 

Fcillon.ing the  car~.i:~ge 1 d I 1 ,  tli(y soon C : ~ Cto a gate 
lendiug oiit on the roncl, nncl Rwlrnoncl opencil i t  qnirt l j ,  
tzs he mu t t c l ~ A :  
"Now for n boitl push tlwougll t , l~c  city. anil then away 

to my ho~uc.  I wonder if poor f;~tllerwill h o w  me? I 
in list h a w  chizngocl wondelfnlly in tllcse long pe:ws, with 
iny hcard so long ; i t d  m y  h i r  lilic n wild mnn's." 

Vllile the  other con~ ic t s  on the island were regularly 
trentetl by tllc bnl.l)e~*, tlw goring soldier sentel~ccd to soli- 
t a y  confincnient for :ifc h:d bcc11 acglectecl, and hc 
did pr(?scnt a wild a l )p~) :br :~~~ce 2s 'he d:1sL1cd tlirough the 
beating storin on horsebnclt that ~ ~ i g l i t .  

Drawing the  rough coat 1113 orer his ears and the cap 
down to  his eyes, Reclinontl rode on fearlassl)r, howevel; 
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liaving prepared a suitable reply sl~oulll he be stopped and 
questioned by the police in thc city. 

Being still favorecl by the storm, Ile n w  not t~~onbleclby 
the police, and he liept along t l ~ c  so11t11c1.n road leacling 
from the city, with his heart beating at  thc prospect of 
reaching his old 110111~ in safety. 

As Redtnond knew almost every foot of thc long roucl be-
fore him, lle llacl littlc or uo rlifficulty in reaclling the 
vill:+ge ncar his fatl~cr's 11ome just befo~e the clay n.aa 
breaking. 

Turning tile weiwy horse into a ticlcl, and l~icling the 
bridle and snclclle nncler :Lhrcl,rre, the eager nmn skirtccl the 
village rml imde his wny to tile lake, on the b:lnlis of wllicll 
he had parted with Cklia Lntinlw on t l ~ tcvci~lful uighl, 
five long yeam before. 

Standing on the very spot wllcrc he hacl last e~nbrncecl 
his promised bride. Itcilmoncl O'C'onno~~ loolied down at his 
old home, ns he sz~icl to himsclf: 
"Is it possible that poor f a t  11ur did not know what had 

become of me all these lung y c : ~ ?  011. it most Lc so, or Le 
would move lleaven nncl cnrtll to scc rnc. and to get m e  oat. 
I wonder if C!elia is trne to 111c yet? It sccnls Lilrc dro:u~~ 
to me to be stmtding here nt tjhe I)rc:~k of ili~y, nftci* all my 
days and nights of cruel snflwing. Oh,  wh:tt an1 1 like at 
d l  Y" 

Redmoncl bent o~wr  to look clown at liis I-eflectionin the 
clear lake, but at tllc first g1mc.e he caught of Ilis counte- 
nance, he started back, exclaiming: 
"EIenvens and earth! C'nn tlmt be my face? I luolr just 

like a wild mnn of the woods. 011, w h t  a picture I am to 
visit my fathey, or Cclia! 'OCTho will believe tllat I am my- 
self a t  all?" 

The young lnml drew back fro111 the edge of the Mie, as 
if fearful of gazing at  his rcflectiou gain, when he was 
startled by the sudden appearance of another hnman face 
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coining from nnt'ler the n~nt~er, a i d  the next moment a man 
of even nlil~ler aspect t h n  J~i~nsellF stood on the bank before 
him. 

Tile unconth strauger did uot perceive Redmoncl nntil 
he 1n:~iI d:lslle~l the w:~l.er from his eyes, and he thcu uttered 

cry r:~,g,i, : I , I ~ c ~C~I 'OW ;I, L-nih: from a, she;~thit his side, 
:IS cried. in I>rolic11 li;!lglisll: 

Dogs! yon \\r:~txl~unc, : L I I ( ~l kills: ,YOU!" 
The yonng I I ~ s ~ I ~ I : ~ I  lxwk severd f ~ t ,  ~ p r ; ~ t l g  i~lld hrn~l-  

tlishecl tllc 1 l e ; ~ v ~  hr hncl. hlien from the stable, r i t l i~~g-whip 
as he replied : 

'(Dou't try to toodl me, ahoerer you are, or I will strike 
yon clown. IIravmla alive! are yon a nnnmn being nt all?" 

The s t r ; q ~ ! r  npl~owetl to I)e :HI ohl man, I ~ n t  his form 
nqs tall :mcl muscular, and he w:w rlrcssc~l in the txttered 
g:~rnients of a. sailor, w i th  n reel slcull-1x1) on his mnttecl 
gr;~y loclis, while a hnge white borrt.1 ftlll rlo\vn on h is  
b r a ~ s t .  

After giariug nt Rcdmo~ltllor a, few ~nomeuts with fierce 
and flashing eycs, Ile t;rouc.lrccl ilonrii :LS if to make n spring 
at him wit,h the shc:nlll-k~~iEc!~ ns I)(? cx.ictL: 
"I-In, ha, hn! Me not 1111l m 1 1 ,  Im t o w  (lo~noil, nucl me 

will kill you, clogs!" 
T h e  stl~lngr. boing dnlted at Rcilmond on the instant; 

but  the yorlng man sprang hnck still farthcr, crying: 
"Whether you a1.o :L tnnn or n demon, kccp nwny from 

me. Confollnrl i t  iLI1, gorl n~11st hnvr it, wh:~,tcver yon are!" 
The  old strnngcr W:IS rnsl~ing on with dl the fury of a 

wild beast, whcn Rc.111nontl i1c;llt him :L sharp blow on the 
wrist, and li~loclrcil the  knifo -from liis ,a]-asp. 

With another wild ycll ol r:yc, tlw old fellow then closed 
on his young op],oncnt, 2nd clntdied hirn by the  throat, 
crying: 

"%lo will have your lif(1 hefore you gets my treasure, 
(logs of n spy!" 



Redmoud O'Coonor was uot in :I, f i t  condition for a des-. 
peratc I ~ a i ~ ~ l - t ~ o - l ~ ; ~ ~ ~ l  st~~xggle,:LS he felt the clfccts of his 
long years of ili:~(:tion, its well t~ the fe:wf a1 cscrt;ioils he 11a.d 
rccently encouul~crctl i l l  11isescnpt! l't301n t,lle prison. 

Believing, I ~ o n w e ~ , ,that, he eitllcr had a madmn.11 or n, 
rlclnon to cont,encl with, he exertccl a11 his ~.em:$ning 
strengt,h, altd Lrolre nw:Ly froin his ;1ss;lji13i1tS, dci~ling him :I 
blow on the head with t,he l m ~ r y  encl of the whip at tlle 
s a m  time. 

Tha t  blow 11-ns p o v ~ r f u l  cnougli Lo send the old s i l o r  to 
the g r o ~ ~ n d  ; an11 Ecdmond t4hm sprang for the  lrliife as he 
cried : 
"If yon come aft me n.ga.in 1'11 lmve to rl lxnr n litkle of 

your bloo~l. Who nnrl wI1;~t in the miwliicf n.rc yoti ?" 
Thc  olcl milor lag pt.ostr:~.tc 011 the gronutl, nncl glared up 

a t  tlle n n ~ ~ o u t ~ h  face of t.he young n lm,  nu IIC Iiiascd forth: 
"Yon are one pirntc. Yon kill me, lmt you no get the 

ttre:wl re. '! 
Bedmnud n w  pnnting fot. hrratlj as h r  stiv~ril lia& at  the 

olcl fellow, n l ~ i l e  he mnttrrcd aloud: 
'< TIC must he an 0111 nl;~cl~n:rn. Wlmt i n  the mischief 

wns he doi11g down in the lake, and w1i:~t trensnre does he 
all 11de to ??' 

Tlte old stmngcr 1lr:lrd the lost. uluttcrecl vnrrls, :1,11ct Ile 
cried out: 

"Me know, but you not. You spy on I ~ P .  h t ;  'tis no 
good." 

"Look here, my friend," cricd R.cdinond, forrill: a 



lrindly smile to his rough frtuc, '. it is evident you are a 
stwngcr Ircrc, nud I iluii't w:~utto cprre ' l  wit.11 you. \\r]l;Lt 
yo11 w c  t:~ll;iiig :~Loul is dl :L mjstery to Inc, ;LII(/  you cn~inot 
bl:~mc nic il' I did take yo11 fur  t,hc dcmun of the I;l.lio." 

The old fcllow's eyes gli~rod willi a solst O F  Gc~l~lisIijoy, :IS 
he cried: 

"Cwtnin! Me tllc onc clcmon of the I&, good I ~ : L ~ I .  

Go ways, nnd I go b:~clc to my horne bclow. ITg.11 !-it is 
CIILY, and nrow will see me. Go wa.ys, go mays, nut1 inc will 
give gous one gold piece." 

As the p-osti*atc old man made lhe offer, Ile clrc!w n gold 
it i ~ t  RIATIOLI~,piecc from his poolict and f l ~ ~ i i g  who eagerly 

picked i t  111) and csnmi~iccl it,  es hc! muttered: 
'' It is nu English guiuen, but the 0111 lnan is a S p n i a d  

or n Portugucsc, I think. TIN mischief talic me, if I don't 
see into this business. How could he stay down t11c1-ein 
thc 1nlx so long?" 

T l ~ cold snilol. was still lying prosti.nte on tEic gro~uid ,  and 
Rctliitond conlcl ,see tlmt Ilc was c m n l i ~ i g  toward the  water 
m 11c cried on t o.gnin: 

'Tis gol(1-good E:iglis11 gold! G o  a w y  to one wine-
shop anit clrinlis wine aucl brandy p'lcnty." C o n ~ ek k  
ag:lins, and one demon of tlic 1:zkcs gives yon rnorc." 

A ~ i dthe  old. fcllom lnugl~cd m c l  gi.inncd in n hirleoos 
manncr. while hc pointed clown townrd the  village, which 
looltcd out on thc small 1 1 : ~ ~bbeyoud. 

A.lt1ln11gll Rcrl~noi~d OmC!onnor had cnongli of his own 
p ~ i r n f x  nll3i1-s I t - ,  tIiinl< :J~out,  he fcl t stlsnngcly in torcstecl in 
tlic old s:dor. 

W l ~ twns he cloing there in tha t  s t i~mgc  gnrb, fi,~irl -cvlii~t 
tincnsnrc. n.ns he talking nlrrou t in sucli i~ wild, incoherent 
rn:mncr ? 

T h e  old fellow kcpt g l i i l i ~ qto the edge of the 1:il;e, as he 
kcpt his glittering eyes fastened on Rcclmoncl, wide he  
again cried; 
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'<Go ways, wild man. Me one rlc~non qocs lx~clito him 
lionle again. " 

d u d  lhe old fellow w:~s :~bo~l t  lo pluiigo i n  t,o the water, 
w l ~ e ~ l  11imby thc s110~11- Redmo~lil sl)ritlig forwnrd ;1ud S C ~ Z C L ~  

der. crying: 
"Holcl up a moment, my friend. Toll are n hlunan 

being like myself, and I wnnt to h a w  LL tall; will1 yon. NO 
rlolisense with me now, or I'll givc yon a. twte ol' tlus steel. 

An11 Reilnloild dr,zggccl Ihe old sailor a w y  l r o ~ n  the edge 
of the water, bmndishing the knife abum hi:: I~cad a t  [.he 
snme time. 

The old strangcr 8cw:~mecl with leri.or a,r be hrheltl the 
gleanling wc:qmn, while the wild appe:wnce of his assnil- 
ant, togethcr wit11 the hnrsli tones of his voice, served to 
add to his eonsternatioa. 

Dragging the old m m  into the ccntcr of u grove about 
twenty ynrds from the eclgc of the hike, Rcd~noncl spoke in 
more gentle tones, saying: 

"See here, my friend, I am not a robber or n mild man, 
but I am a gentleman in disguise, and 011 my sncred Iionor, 
I do not wish to harm you at all. Just  s t m d  there and 
listen to me." 

The old sailor cast a longing, frightcneil gl:~nce af; the 
ldie, and he t11m bent his scarcl~ on his c:~ptor, as be 
l)let~cled: 
"Oh, good sir, what you seize me for? I rlo no lii~lnls 

to yom?" 
.'Conloand yon! Didn't yoti just try to kill me with this 

knife? But 1 don't bear you any ill-will for tlmt. Just tell 
me who you are, and whnt yon are doing llcm." 

"I be o ~ l e  poor Slx~nis l~ sliipmrrclred s:~ilor, good man, 
:md my name is Sanclio." 
"Well, S:~ncho. w l i d  were you doing ilo\vn in that lake? 

I have a right to know, as this is niy fnlhcr's property." 
The old fellow glared at the  uncoath speaker for a mo-
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ment, and then burst out into a fit of laugliter, as hc 
exclaimed: 

Tl l t~t  laltc your f:~ther's property? Oh, you are one big 
linr !" 

i' I om not snl.prised. tit your tliiiiking SO, my Spuniali 
fricilcl., but wli:lt woultl you say ~iow, i l  I ' l i d  dso jrrst 
csc:~pcd Prom :L ship wrcclc !" 

Tlie sailor slloolc his 1io:ul 3.s hc gnzcd nt tlic wild, pllitl, 
1111sliornh c e  ol the youtig man, ant1 Iic m a t t w d :  

M ~ L C ~ - ~ I O I I : ~ O - ~ U I ~ ~ O O S I ! "  
Redmond 11e:wcl the mutterecl words, and hc promptly re- 

r l ~ ~ l ,S ~ I O I I  vitli :L (l(101)sigh: 
You are rizht, my fricuil. I h:~,vc just esc:qwcl from a b i  

tlnngeon, where 1W;LS lccl) t in anguish for five long years. 
Look at tllc cul~rict's gwb bene:~th this coat." 

Redmond opcncd t,hc old friezc coat and displayed the 
prison g;1rments l.)encath, as he continued, with n.notlier 
weary sigli, piiit,ing down in  the directioi~ of his father's 
house : 

‘(There is my homc rlo~vn there, i~udI am ~tfmid, to go 
near i t  in  d:l.y-tin~(? in this tri In. I am h i n t  and hungry, 
but I clare not ~c?elr foocl or shelt,er until I get other 
c~lothes.'' 

A p i t ~ i n gm i l e  nppmwl on the face of thc old stranger, 
and he clrcw :Lsliinll hsli from his pocket, saying: 
"Good bmnrly, and tlri111c some. Rlc long years in dan-

geon, n.nd me lcllow nVl1:atit is." 
Rn(lrnonr1 (lid ee.:~llow sonic of tlic liqnol; aizcl he w~ 

hal~ding tho f l d c  b:wk when the old sailor cried: 
"No, no! K C ~ J I S  11sit for yo~~~'self ,  me can gets more. 

Wh:k you do?) 
< '  Yon tnenn what I was pnt in prison for? Well, I was 

what you ~$11s~iinsurgent." 
"Ycs-yes. Me nt~ilcrstand. You no pirate, no 

brigand, no sn~aggler." 
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No, indeed, friend. Itow long have you boon in thia 
neighborhoocl?" 

"Not long. Only last night." 
uDou't think I am too incpisiti~re, but I woulcl like t,o 

know what brought yon here, mcl wliii t yon mere doing 
clown in  the ltike?" 

A terrifiixl expression appeared on the fn%cc!of the old  
Spaniard ag~rin, as lie replied: 
"Me o m  prisoner, too, ancl me escape from one English 

dnngeou. Me did bring wines and braurlies from Spnirl, 
but, that no wrong to yon." 
aYou mere a snmggler, Lhe11. F:~ith, no. I don't look 

on that as a crime." 
"Bat nle fight the English ship long ago, and t h y  firc 

and sink our cmft. Then we gct cap tnrd  and put in dun- 
geon-oh, so long, numy years 'tis pnst !" 

"I  unclerstn.ud yon. Yon fougllt :in English reucnne 
cutter, your vessel ~vss  sunk, and yon were talicn prisoners. 
Yon were kept in an English prison many yews, but you 
escaped at last. That is all clear ennugh, but wliji clid you 
come here to Irelmd :&er your cscapc, and wliat J\-ere gnu 
doing down in the lalie there?" 

Reclmoud conld sce t ' l~st  the olcl smuggler IVW trying to 
evade :dl reference to his present moven1ent.s. a n d  he 
wns deterruined to bring him to the point without : ~ n y  s11h-
terf ngc. 

The young Irishman knew th:~t the Mtle bay in front; of 
them had been a renclezvous of the French :~ucl Sp:l.~liuh 
smugglers in years gone by, and he then r c m c m b c ~ d  thu,t 
his f a l h r  11~1 often told. 11i.m about :t sea figlit which 11;d 
been witnessed by him when a very young 1:d. 

Thal; sc :~ fight rcsnlted in the sinking of a famous 
Spanish smugglor 11y fin El~glisli reyennc cutter, as well as 
the capture of the crew of the former. 
"Can i t  be possible," Redmond nskcd himsclf, that 
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this old man wm one of tlint crcrv? Wh:~t treasure did he 
allucle t o  when I sn~yrisetl him conlilig out of tlie Ialco? 
What  is the me:uiing 01his being hcrr ilt all?' 

Tile old sailor wits poudcring to himsclf, keeping his 
wistful eyes fixed on Itccl~i~o~icl, :ls if ~rlcclitating a suitable 
reply to his question. 

L i  Come. come, old fellow," grnmblcd the jo~uug man, 
i1n~:~ticntly. "We are brothcrs in misfortune, a , i d  you 
slloolci be more can~licl with mc. \ V l d  wcre yon doing 
down there by the  lakc?" 

('Me was looliing for pe;~rIs," ;~~is\v-cred tlic old mnu, with 
a chililish smilc. 

c6Psliaw! Don't try to tell me sue11 noudeuse. There 
are no pex l s  in the  lekc, :LS I lcnow ~ i g l i t  well. T V l d  
treasure did you allude. to wheii 1 surprised you coming 
OWt ?" 

T h e  terrificd espression nppciwccl on t,l~c nltl fellow's f ,~ce  
again as he cried: 

"You say you no roblser, nnd what yon m n t  to  play 
brigand to me for?" 

"See here, my frieud, I : ~ m  uot n, robber, but I am hu-
mun, and I am curious. Yon mill tell mc what yon were 
doing down in  the I:dce, or I will find out for myself." 
" IIow yon find oat?" 
"By forcing you to go down vitli me. I am n splcnilitl 

diver, and I think I can stay don.11 us lollg m yo11C:LII. As 
my father OJVI~Sthe Idtc, T thi~llcI 1 1 : ~ ~rn11cl1 1.igIi1 tn iis 

any treasures found down tbcrt! as yon hare.'' 
Tllrown off his guar-cl for t h e  inst:~nl, thc olrl smnggler 

escluimecl: 
"Bnt  he no put i l  the~*c..ant1 I I I ~tlitl. DIcl (lid fight and 

slay for the  gold. 'Tis mine-'ii:, rninc I I U W  only, All i l ~ c  
rest tlend." 
"Well, I tliinli I unt1mt:~utl you IIOW," mid L : ~ t l n ~ o i ~ ~ .  

with a candid smile. *. When you JYCI-C 11~1-csin~~gglir lg 
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years ilgo yon hid some gold there in lhe litkc, l'eteriug the 
E~lglisll ~ ~ s s c l  yon and take it fromoutsiile would ctcpt~~re 
you ?' 
"That's it, tlist's it, good wild l~isllnlan, bnt it was h u t  

a little." 
Little or much, sir, if it is yotuus I don't r \ ~ u ~ t  m y  nE it. 

I-Ierc's tile pitw you g:lye me, as 1doil't want it." 

The 0111 Sp:cl~iaml st:crcil at  Ttcdrnoud in slleer ;~stonish- 
mcnt, and pushetl buck the golcl piccc, : ~ s  lie escl:~imc~l: 

'' Oh, no, no! Yon lrecps tlixt mil some more to l i c ~ p ~  
my sccrct. M e  givcs yon oiic, two l ~ u ~ ~ d r c d ,  ~cuil gnu hc 
silent." 

.. 1'11 bt: silcnt witl~o~rtgiviiq me a sii~glc piece, rllg 
f~- icul ,iJ tlie treasure is honestly yonrs-if yon pl:~cecl it 

soi~~ctliingthere. I 1 1 ; ~ ~  else to tllinli a l m ~ t  nt this mo-
ment." 
"Will yo^^ s~ve;~rfio m  s o l m n  oat11 to be silent?" e:egerly 

nslred the old n ~ a n ,  as he gr:~spil  Rcdnio~id's l l i~~ld, conv~d-
si wl  y. 
" !I1hcre's no occ;~l;ion for me to taltc n ?olemu oath in the 

mattcr, as my worcl is inst as bindiilg. Believe mc, my 
friend, thnt I do not care at prcsent for d l  the gold in C'nli-
fonliia, as T am only tllildiiilg of t l l ~dear fricnds who i~iuet, 
think t l ~ t  I am dead." 
"Uu t golcl is great, ;bnd you wants good clothes now," 

said the old Spaniard. The officers tnlccs yon to prison once b L  

more if you appear like that." 
"Very true; but how did you escape arrest coming here?" 
T l ~ cold fellow pointccl toward an island to the ~rcst, as he 

replied : 
('Me come from there. Me stay with the peoplc yon call 

the Chprs. " 
"I scc-I see.. You fonncl s refr~ge among the fishermen 

of the island, and you came ovcr here 1 :~ tnight in search 
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of your golil. Well, I would nilvibe you to get otllcr clothcs, 
also.)' 

1 - m e  1 Me gets J ~ L Isonle also, if yon Itcc>]~ 
my secret. You oue ho~icst nlal1, : i ~ i c lnlc tiilies you as olw 
con~r:iile." 

( <  Jluch o1)ligecl to you. Zf you will do me a fwor, talie 
tllis c:tp of minc, go clown to thc vi1l:~gc nnd gct Jnc some 
&thcs. I \\fill scttle with you f o ~tiicrn :ts sooi~:IS 1 call sclc 
my 1'cOplc. " 
"Sure-tinre. Me go ~ i g l l t  oB. Me see yo11 want to rvol 

the  officers." 
"That is it, my friend. You call tell tlle people of' llle 

village t,lmt you am f ~ o m  the C'npc Id:incl, :mil t h y  wo~l'l 
suspect anything, as plcnty of the Cnpors cornc llerc to sell 
their fish, and they arc half-Sp:~nisll. Anlay with yon now, 
mil I smcx  to you that  I will no1 trouble bout tlic trcas- 
we." 

The old S1xuli:~rd seized Rednioncl's hand a i d  lrisscrl it 
fervent1;y as lic cricd: 

"hle beliwe you, am1 you arr  one honest man-me call 
see the t r~~th-brave  truth-in y o ~ w  good eyes. Me come 
b:xk soon." 

Plncing the  Scotc.11 cap on his l m d ,  the old sningglrr- 
hwtened away to\vwcl the villngc, wliile R,eclmonil gazed 
after hiin in from the slieltcr of the grove :IShe muttered: 

'& Whnt a qnecr nc11-cut~irc, nncl what a strange old cus-
tomer! It is not possiblc t l w  he could 1.en1nin clo~vu in the  
lake dl the time I was stantling meclitnting. Well, well, I 
won't bother my poor Ilea11 nbont that  now. Oh, how 2111 I 
going to npl)roach the old l~on~e-nnd how will I find my 
fatlicr? Will he linom rnc in this trim? T must 11nve 
c l ~ n ~ ~ g c c lfcnrfnlly in  all thnsc liol~i1,lc years of sabe~,ing. 
I t  seems just like it clrenm to me now, to  find nlysclf so 
near home, and not able to fly to it nt once." 

The poor, weary fcllow t l~cn flung IiimselS on tbc g o a n d ,  



i ~ ~ i dlicpt gazing wistfully down at  his old Iiome, while a, 

t~llo~ls:u~d t. inclil(~ricsRocket1 t,o his n~inil. ~ I ~ ; I S ; I I I  
C'losi~lg his cg~!s for thr  Limc, to pouder over his pccu1i:w 

p s i  tion, 11csoo~l Ic4l illto ;L s o r ~ l d  slwnbctr, during which lic 
had co:iihsc~l tl~*c!;~ms pir:~tcs,~I .C:LSU~CS~ L I ) O I I ( ;  I;;p;~~iisIl in tlic 
I:~lre, ancl the !al,e E o i L ~ f ds t ~ ~ ~ g g l u011 the co~ivict island. 

Wl~un  R~t1111oud O'Clunnor openecl his eyes :i.gain, Ile 
Eu~md tbe old S1):wi:~rd se:~teil beside him in the grove, wit11 
a pl:~iu n ~ e d  spre:~tl bc8oi.e him on the grass, :bnd LI b ~ m d l e  
at his elbow. 

Ton good sleep, com~:~clc," snid the old ni:~u, iu pleas- 
~ 1 di ~ n t  toncs. " brow, you C;L~S, we t;dk a little for our 

good. " 
Rednlond w s  111cngl-y, :mil he lwoccctletl t o  eat the bl~eud 

t ~ n d  nie:~t pl:~oc!cl 1jefoi.e hiill, as he  asked: 
"Did yon gct me the  clothes?" 
"Oh, gcs. POLImy sizc, rind 1 bluing you things to  

malre one fislie~nznn for you. Tiint is good to escape the  
olXcers."' 
"Yon arc vigllt, I n y  fricn~l.. Why, I 11111st linve slept a 

long timc?) 
L L  7w1.is nlniost niglil. i g i n ;  1x11t h t  is I m t  for 11s. The 

officers in 1 1 ~  vill:~gc. t l~cre  loi~lc foi- onc horse-tllief. Is  it 
you-eh ?" 
"Ycs; I borrocwl :I liorsc to cs(::qie wi tll d t e r  I got oci t 

of prison. And so the otlicers arc on 111y tr:~ck : ~ l r ~ i d y ? "  
''That's ~lotliing now," msvcrecl the old Icllow, with a 

cunficlent, :usn~?ng smile. S o n  pass for one fishermu11 
F1-om t l ~ c  c:yw when you l u t s  tliesc clotlles on, ;tncl I have 
the littlc bo:~t." 

"This  is n ulrvw old fellow," tliorlgl~t Rccltnond, R..; he 
esaminecl the clotllcs; ;* ;mtl I' $11) wiltl-looking cnough to 
pasdo l ,  a fishcrntau i n  them. I clon't think there is any 
danger of any of my old 1'ricnrls nronncl here laowing me. 
Tha best p l m  for nie will bc to go clown to the  village with 
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Ilim :ud nzidtc some i u q ~ t i r i ~ ~  :~l.)ont my T:~.tl~cr. Who can 
tell wllml c1i:mgos h u , ~  or:cnlw~l ill tl~c!sc l m y  years ?" 

his i~ppeti Ri l r ing  s:~tislic+tl t,c, Iho msious  rnm l~astcncd 
to C:LS~ : ~ ~ i ( l ol.lle co11vicL's snit, whicl~ Ilc rc:qnesi.ecl the old 
s:lilor to fling in to tho lnlcc wiLh :I heavy roc:]<, as Iic ~ L t Iuu 
tho p r b  of ;L lislic!~m:~n. 

\\']lcn thas nttirctl, Re1'11i1our.l stole down to the I:~!il> mcl 
stared i ~ thims~ll '  q t i n ,  while he cscl:~inlccl, wit11 :L sllr~tl-
der : 

'< Gracions y o o , l ~ l c ~ !  I loc.)k like a m:ln of forLy, and no 
~ ~ o u d e r .  The  woridcr is l,h:~i 111g hail, is nol; :ts wllitc IW 
snow, nftcr all the i ~ g o n i ~ ~  I stitl'ei*od ill I11:it prison pen. 
Ah, well, tllcrc's n ncw lilc bcio~.c me now." 

Itctl~rlonclPclt v c ~ y  n~uc:l~ i~nl,rosscd will1 tho old Slmi- 
i:~rd, nntl tlirby t;ill;cil l~:~gc!tllcr for soino time Ircforc sL;~.~-ting 
:Coy thc vill;~gc. 

Tllc old saiugglt:~; Yllo .ivm :L kccn j1111g-c of I~nnmnnn-
tme, np l~c ;~~*c~ l .  t o  be a,ttlxct.c:tl 11j the lioncst cycs of the 

i ~ lmnn who I d rn.l'usc.d 11is  gol('1, an ( 1  who socnwrl lin l ~ c  to-
ofgcthcr nbso~.bctl ill t l ~ i l t k i ~ ~ g  I l k  Friwds : L I I ~ot' t he  11011te 

of his youth. 
I-Tavi~~g :Lni~ltunl unrl(!~xtn~icling, nl.rivcd : ~ t  the Lwo mcii 

left the grove :m11 p1-ocec11~11 tr)\v:w~l tlic vill:qcl ~ ' I l i l c  Red-
mond convc~x!d wil.11 his shmgc! f'ricn~l in :wsumc11 Loncs. 
so t h t  11is -roitw in ig l~t  nnt. bc wc:ogl~izctl by :my of the 0111 
ncclu:~int:~l~ces ~nig-11t c~lc:onntc~- 1 1 ~  t l i ~ l t .  

I t  was qnitn h~lsl.; nrllcn t,l~rycnl.ciwl t l ~ c  vill:~.gc t:~vcl.n, 
;it W I C O  ~~cc:ogri~izc~l wl~osc son. a d  I~.ctlmo~ltl tllc l : u ~ t l l ~ ) ~ d ,  

went ont with 11i1n ~ , I I C , I I  t11q n~:hli! ll~t? i~tt:~(:l<011 the  p o l i ~ e  
bai~acl i  ou t-lip -11igllt of 11:s ;l.l.l.psl;. 

P u  ttiilfi O I I  t.lw rough I I ~ : L I I I ~ C I '01 t11c fixl~t~rnie~i E l ~ m  the 
isl:n~d, Rctlmontl took a sc:rf. : ~ t  ;I ta,I~lc!w i t h  I.lis f r i n ~ t l ,  who 
hnd also p~~rch :~scd  it  of clof;l~es for Iiimsel-[, nntl :L 1m,q11 s ~ l  
whicll were not; quil.c so Iowigu i l l  :LP~P:LI-:LII(+I!3s Lliost: \\ro~m 
in t l ~ eniorui~~<.  
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After c:~Iling for two pewtcrs of porter, the  anuions young 
mau adclrcssecl thc la~dlorcl  ill his rouglicst toncs, saying: 

c 6  "is many a long day, sir, s i i m  I was in your lmuse 
befox.  Let me see now, but i t  n ~ u s lLC ncur is jrpnrs 
ago." 

'I'hc landlord cast only a casual g h n c c  at  the fisl~crmm~.' 
as hc rejoined: 

c l  Thcrc's many D change about hcrc since tlicn, me m m .  
1don't mint1 yc at, all, but  there's lots of the ctqe people 
here cvcry weck." 

"The  last timc T mas lierc, :dore I wcut away to Amer- 
ica," cozlti~lned Ibcdmo~itl, "1 tooli n c u e  lot of fish u p  
t l ~ mto Mr. O'Uonnorb, mlcl a fine mnn Iic is, to bc sure." 

c c R e  was a Sine man and no n~ist;~lic,"repliccl the  lnncl- 
lord, with a sigh; ( 'but  you'll never serve him with the Csli 
ngni 11." 

Redmond felt 11is heart rising to his mouth as he asltcd, 
in gasping tones: 

c c  Why is that, sir?" 
"Eecnuse the good gentleman is dead and gone newly 

f i w  ycnrs. H c  d i d  over i11 an English prison-some say 01 
a broken heart for the loss of his brave son, and more say i t  
was from the  cruel, bad treatment he got there. What ails 
you, man?' 
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DEAD TO ALL ShTTE ONE. 

Bedmoncl O'Counor's hand. -was trcnlbling violently as he 
raised t,he pewter to his lips to cover his :u$tation, a ~ i d  11e 
gulped down a moulldnl of the porter will1 n great eflort, 
wlliic n cold, c1c:~thly chill passccl orcr his fmme, as he 
stammered fortli, ~ l ~ n k i n g  n splcnclicl effort to suppress his 
emotion: 

"Nothing mnch. ails me, sir, only I canglit the chills out 
in America." 

The ~uisnspicious landlord cast a pitying glance on the 
fisherman, a8 he rcmarkerl: 
"Poo do loolc Ix~dly. poor fellow! 8we,  a little good 

liquor would bc best; for ye." 
a Yes, good liquor; me pay nil,'' said the old Spaniard, 

coming to the aid of his ncw friend whcu lie noticed his 
fewful  agitation. 

The l:r~~cllord I.iastencd to s e r e  some of his bcst whisky, 
and rLctln~ond foi*cccl llirnself to swnllorv a glass of it, its lie 
gro:mcd to himself: 

66Good I-Ic:rren! i~ncl.so my poor father died in an 
Englieli prisou! Oh, I mnst control myscll, and llew tlic 
J v o ~ ' s ~!" 

Beclmouil ilicl con trol hinisolf in :L noblo manner, arid lw 
aclch.cssetl the lan(llori1 q p i n  mithoat ilisplaying ally crno- 
tion, sayi~ig: 
" It  gave mc n little! st:r!'t t o  hcnr of the dcatli of Mr. 

O'C'onnor. An(1 what- WLIS 11c pn t in prison for at all?' 
"Becnuse sonic perjured vill:~ilis awwo th:h hc wns out 
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wilh the boys IICIYI ill tho ,~l,t,~c.li on I,l~t: ~ w l i w  b:~nwksonc 
nigh L. " 

' &  And was~i't lie :it d l  ?' ;islccd lt~~11~1011d. 
.'Not lie. No o m  iloul)Lc~(lt h l  he wits hc;vt an11 soul 

for liis cunnlry; but on lhc night of lllc :~Ltaoli on the po- 
lice 11c w:~, spending tlic evening with Mr. Lietimer, thc 
Prenc.11 gc~~~t lc rn i~n  tl l i~t lived hero in thc villngc, and his 
d:~rrglr lcs, rutil new nlidnigh t." 

' T l ~ c nw lly (lit h ' L  tllc I~rcncll genllen~n~i Icstify to Lhat 
on tllc tl.i:ll?" : r ~ l i dEccl I 11011(1. 
"Grcansc the ponr gc~iLlc~~~:en cvnsn'l to he fc~nncl wl1c.n Llle 

t r id  came oil-', :~ud he liasn't Iwcn scJrn i~1)oaL hore cver 
since." 

"Then hc mnst linve becn spirited :t\v:iy 11y somc enemy 
of Ms. O'Cjonnor." 

''That's just what was si~icl at  t l ~ e  timc, my man, and 
poor Mr. O'Counor m m  sentenced to fourtcen years in a11 
English prison for doing a thing lie had no more to do wit11 
th:m you had. 'Tis no wclncler hc died of a brolren heart, 
:mtl his fine 1 d  of a son to die in nno ther English prison 
11eCo1v him. " 
"Do yon rne:in tho yo~ulg gentlcnmu that was an officer 

in the Euglisll army?' 
"That I do, as he hacl only one son, who was the prick 

of his 1ic;~rt. Oh, hut Mtwter Reclmon~l wls Lhe finc, noble, 
bmw, free-hcnrted lad, awl there wasn't thr likc of him for 
tlnriug in tlic whole county. When tlla r i h g  took pla,ce, 
he tllrcw np in tho Englisll rimy, nncl he wns going to join 
the lt~cls on the mo~mtuin, bnt he nwt wiLh fun1 r h y ,  and 
the Ehglisll killed him." 
"How did they kill liin1?" 
"No one Irnows i\t all for ccrtnin. I h t c r  1'Lcclmoncl clis- 

appeared on the night of the i~ttnclc on tlzc ban.mlcs, and he 
was never secn after. Somc sny lic IP~ISs~crctly p t  to det~tll 
for bringing arms ovcr from Frnnce in his yacht, m d  more 





whispered t'hnt 'hc died in prison of s t :~ lwt ion ,  n~liilc it T ~ S 

also rumored t h t  /;lie poor I~:llow \V;IP r1ri~c11111:1~1 niid put 
an end to Iiimsclf. Oh, bot i t  mrrs n sac1 lmincss 211 out." 

Reclmond ~.a-cchoc!~d timunt with u clccy sigh. :bnd thc! s c i ~  
1 1 ~  aslied:t 1 1 ~  
"TV:a :my m o  snspcctccl of I~uing nu cncniy of the O'C'on- 

nors a t  nll ?' 
"Tlicrc's no ouc could he s~~spcc tcd  but the two l?cclers 

who swore they saw the  old gcnllcmnn in thc attnclc ou the 
ba~vxcks, and t h y  wore struugcrs womd.  11crc tllcn-the 
vill;~i~w!" 

wns si lc~it  for a few n~on~e~iLs,R c ~ l ~ n o n d  mil t1licli IIC 
asked : 

'' And who livcs n p  :~ tClove~~fictldIIouse now at u,ll?" 
"Tllcrc's no olic liviug 1,llere now but n Iclv scrunuts i n  

clinl.gc, :LS Lk)lonel Dldic ouly spunils ;L l u m  nluutl~s in sum-
mcr there." 
"And \\rho is Colond Blalic nt all T" 

~ J C .nwny Prom 1 1 ~"S w c  yon ~ I L I S ~  ca.pc :L lu~ig  t i~ne ,  or  
you'd h w r  of him, iiinn. " 

"As I toltl ye, I o d g  jnst c a m  bncl.; Irom hmwica,  nfter 
being five yews away." 

" T h t  scconnts for it, to be s ~ ~ r c .TYcll, Cloloncl Blake 
is n p a t  nian .now, ant1 high u p  with the  El'ln$isli govern-
ment, though I mint1 his ould' f:~tllcr W I I F I ~  IIC \vent :~.bont 
here long ago, wi tli only n pcxltllds p:~,i:lc on n t1011lii~~:" 
"B L I ~llow clitl Colonel E l :~kc  comc to gvt 1 . 1 ~O7C!onnor's 

plncc?" asked Zterlmoncl,, who fclt that  11c w:ls growing ~vnrm 
on n cerhin scc11t Ilc ~sastrying to tr:.~il. 
"T11:~t's mlint pnzzleil d l  nbon t here," :~nsmcreillho li~iicl-

lord, with n sly n41iB. '6'T'wns s:ti(l tli:~.t onltl 13l:~lic lent 
Mr. O'Connor some I I IOIIC~,  ancl w1i:~t d 1 0 ~ l l l  the sou do-
who was n, coptnin a t  thc timc-bnt put in :L c1:li 111 011 the  
estnte, nncl i t  i u  his own now. Ah, tlierc, nrnu p e n t  trcaclicry 
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against tho br:lvc 0'Connor.s sonmvhcre, 1311t it won't thrive 
in thc end, nzark my -\vo~~ls." 

7'11~:old Rpaniarcl ha11 ljcen lisLeiiing to tlw con~.ers:ttion 
will1 intcnsc intwcst, iLllil hc t l~en cts1;ccl tlie landlord with 
mud1 iyuiness:  

('Is olio old E l a ~ l ~  ;~livcsgct?" 
" '1'0 he s1u.c: 11c is, tlie odtl villain, : ~ i ~ c ln mow cone:~itccI 

nl)st:~i.t of a t,yl-:~l~f in the tlircc kii~gdoms. is not to 'lw I O L I I ~ ~  
'Tis ~\rcll1. mi1111nrlicii Ilc got his first big stwt, ill life, nil. 
wllcn it was wli ispw~l  t l ~ t  hc \vus h:ui11-in-glow mil;h the 
foreign ~rnngglcis that uscd to l a i d  goods bclow in the 
ba.y." 

'('Wh:~t his 11:t111e, jou lmo\~-all his tille?" rtzqerlg wlccd 
the old Sp:~i~i:i.id. 
"Os(::~r EL~lie, to Lo sure. I > i J  you cvcr rnn wross him 

in your y o m g  (lays, old m : ~ nP" 

0 0 .  I~O-IIO! Me no kno\vs on(: old Iris1inl:~n titlcd 

Oscar l3L:~kc at  nlls." replied the o'ld Spniiinril, h:lstel~ing to 
gulp don-n some of the! portcr. 

Eetlmnncl hnil his o l ~ s e r ~ a a t  eye on the old fellow, and he 
said to 1li111scll: 

"He did Iaow oltl Cl:dcc in days gone by, and 1 c:ul see 
tlin,t lie l m  somc mnse of Ilnti-etl ag:~inst him. lJTell, well, 
w1i:~t will T IIC~LI'nesl? IIow can 1 lcarn what has become 
of Celi;~La.timci.?" 

Tnr~ l ing  t,o the old Imdlo i~ l  again, 11c :tslicd: 

"I lliinlt I mind serving tllc oultl Prenc1imn.n n.il;h fish. 
Dirlii't Ilc live ill tllc \vooclbinc cott:igc out on the ncw road, 
and didn't 11c I I L ~ V C:I h c  yo11ug lady for n dnughter?" 

" That 1 1 ~hail, inclccrl, mil it's :L linc, 1.1c:~ntifal lady she 
is to this d ~ y .  T t  ~voulrl clo ynnr 1lcnl.t good to see Mrs. 
Elalzc driro past hew in 11cr carri:~gc xith hcr littlc claugh- 
ter on n SLImmw's cvcning." 
"Nrs. Blalic!" pspccl Ecdixond. cr'\Yhat has tllc French-
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signor, signor, me cast into clungeon dso  by one wicked, 
base tmitor, for years not In rmnt .  Mc now rich-fabu-
lous rich--and you my son, my heir, yon say in tliis 
c01111try.~' 

Eecl~nonrl lic11t his eyes fixed on the esoilccl old ~Lrmgcr,  
while he grasped his righL hmd wilh g ~ w t  Corvor, as Ite 
asked :
'.Who w,w the base traitor who c;d; you into the c1111l- 

~ C O I ~ ,sir?" 
"Old Oscar Bldw. He,, the vilc dog, m : ~ s  my tmsted 

agent here long :bps, and llc betrays tile to the English 
officinls for the bribc. Tile ollc b:~d Entlicr bc l t~~ys  me, the 
one wiclred son betrays ;+nil. robs yon for cwliliu, as you wil l  
1 ~ 1 1 0 ~ ~~0011." 

'' I believe yon," replicd Retimonil, wit11 i n t ~ ~ ~ s c .  bitter-
ness; "but, oh, won't 1pay llini Tor it yet, il' it is so!'' 
"Ycs, yes! You pays l h  so11 in vcngcancc, i~nd I I K L ~ S  

the l ~ s c  father. Oh, 1'113 so rcjoicctl I Iii~ils you licrc by 
the lidie, for yo11 :Ire onc brave, wblc, good man, and I will 
mdie  yoti \\rl!idth, power, wisdom, to grind the pir:~tes to the 
dust. You think: I am o w  m;~clni;m now, ch?' 

Redmond sinilcd bitterly, as he rcldieil: 
"I think me would be both tdicn for n pair of mnilmen 

now, my friend." 
"Oh, ycs, I ~ulclerstnnd. We 110th suffers plenty, but 

we not m d .  You do not belicve 1l~olcls immeilse wealth, 
eh?" 
"Why, I can readily imagine, sir, thnt you clirl secrcte 

some gold llere before you were c:~pturcd by the English 
revenue cutter." 
" Yes, yes, very mnch. Me smpriscs you very soon. 

You one grand diver, you sny ?" 
"Yes, I wns n good diver." 
"Very good, my heart-son. You likes me a little, eh?  

Yon have penetmtion eyes, and yon see I not speak lies to 



you mhen I say I adores you. You crawl insiclc my breast 
when yon refuscs Lllc golcl, and you ha;.c no moncy." 

"1 thong-llt tllcn I n-odd s o o ~  have plcnty of IIIOIIC;~,'' 

said Reclmond, a.it,li sigh. \Pcll, sir, you lnny Le ccr-
tnin I will not t d i ~  say I likejonr golcl, but I can l ~ ~ ~ l e s t l y  
you, as you were the first to s p a k  a kind word Lo nle in 
five long years." 

Thc old man flung his arms aronnd E ~ d n ~ o i ~ c l ) ~neck 
and burst into tears, as he soblcd forth in pleding tones: 

6' 
 My son, yon "~1st share the trensnrc with me. You 
will be n ~ y  comrnde, my friend, my only onc lo love. 
Wife, dnnghtcr, comrades of the p a t ,  d l  gonc. Poor old 
Sarlcho alone now. He 6ncls his tlmsnrc Lhia morning and 
he meets you. "ris fate, 'tis P~.oviclenec, u.nJ 'Lis for good 
to come. Yon share my sonl, yoa s l w c  my trcasurc? Re-
fase, and I p l u ~ ~ g ointo the lake to die in des1~:~il'. A~cep t ,  
and we ploage in together, v l ~ e n  I show you d l  oar trefis-
ure. You consent, yon consent !" 

But, my good friend," protested Reclnlond, "I ham no 
cldm on your treasure." 

c c  Have I not the claim to give to yon n-lint is mine-
the trensurc I clid fight for nrul take from tlie English 
robbers?" 

'' Then the trcfisure yon allude to nrns tnlrcn from the 
English ?" 

'A 
 Certain. The English grcnt lxignncls and pimtes and 
me rob thcm. .Me tell you :dl betimes I'lnee your hats in 
the trees ancl take off the big coat to pl~ulge in with me tlo 
see the treasure." 

"But if the treasure is at  the bottom of the I d i ~me will -
require a diving apparatns to get i t  np, sir." 

c'Oh, no, no! 'Tis not at  tlie bottom of the lake, my 
son," replied the old Spaniard, with a sly smile. ('I t  is in 
one secret cavern what I can find alones. That is the one 
grand secret to show you. No living man knows the may 
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but me. Drink ouo more little Israndy7 and prepitre for the 
dive." 

Ec~lmontl O'Connor nra.r almost-hcart-broken over the 
nlonrldnl intclliycnce lic had rcceivccl, ycl he bccnme in- 
tcnwly illtcrcslccl in 111c rrorcls a,nd actions of ihc old 
Spni:~rcl. 

S~rnctllilig vl~ispercd to  him that his new fricnci was clcs-
tinccl to play an important p r t  in his future life, and that 
tllc old man was both cnrnest and t~u thfn l .  

r c  I n  any case," said ~cdinoncl, to himself, as he drew 
back to tllc grove to prcparc for the clive, "a dip in the 
lnlic cil l  not injure me, and I know thc old man mcms me 
110 Ilnrm." 

I-Iuring put nsiilc tllcir lleary coats and hnts, the old 
smugglcr seizcd Red~noncl by the hnncl and lccl him out to 
tllc 1:lh. as hr, snicl, with :I merry cl~uclrlc: 

'(Jlrc baptize om- great friendship for the Suture, my son. 
Stand now here wit11 me one minute, my lmnd cl:uped to 
yours mcl we look u p  to thc sky. Vill  you love me one 
little if I innltcs yon rich, powerfal, nncl happy as JOII are 
good ?" 

"T will cnrc for yon hercnfter, my good friend," replied 
Ecrlnlond, rervcntly, ( <  if it were only for your grcat kind- 
ness to me to-(lag." 

C L  Yes-yes; I see thc kind loolc in yourhonest eyes as 

you t,~rrn t,hcm up to the skies. Those eyes are sharp, and 
8sc. that no  spy w:rtchcs us now." 

Iieilmollrl did cast a c:~ritious glance around, but 110 human 
Being mct llis p c ,  a11i1 1ic ~*rpliecl: 

"NO sces us, my friend." 
"Thcn I grasp gor~r hand yct. nncl d o ~ n  r e  go together. 

DO not, rclcnsc me unlil T gives t l l ~  orcler." 
'( I mill not  si10." 
"Thcn the demon of tllc la la  invites his son donn to 



452 AN IRISH MONTE CRISTO. 

tllc magic ca,velw. mid you mill behold the trenswe. 
Come. " 

The signal was sc:~t.cely uttered wlml the two milcl-
looking bcings plnngd he:dlong into the lake imd tlle'clenr 
water so011 closed over them. 



AN IRISLI MONTE CliISTU. 

CHAPTER VI. 

A P R E ( ! r V K J S  P A I R .  

It was just d t e r  the close of the grc:~t FI-anco-Gurman 
war, and London WLYcrowdeil with FI'cI~cI~:ml otlicr 
ref ngees. 

In that feiwfnl strugglcl, which cnilctl with tlle c:q~tnr.e 
of Paris by the Gei-m:~ns, the moncy-mnliing Ei~glisll mer- 
c1i:lnts rcapeil n r iol~ 1l:~rvcst out of i,lw c o m h t i ~ i ~ t ~ .  

Among Illose wllo rlonl)l(~d their fortunes durilig the w r  
was a cert:~in oltl 11-isllrnan 11:~lncll 0 m w  Bl:dtc, wlwsc son 
w w a, colm~el in the Ell,glisli :wlny. 

Old Ulalic w:ls nc:wly sevcnty at tlic tinic, inicl he rwideil 
with his son and d:~agI~te~*-i~l-l:~-rv in :L lashioiiablc ~lrigl~bor- 
hood nt the West %nil of Lonilon. 

Tlie old fellow IVM pnrsc-poud a i d  v ; ~ i ~ i  of his son mi l  
liis bcantifnl dnngh tcr-in-1:r-w. a n ~ l  tlloagll 11r:mas  rich ill 

l t~r idand gold, I IC was as gr:\sl)iilg iis when 11c started out i l l  

life as a poor pcdcllcr. 
Colonel B1:dw IVW also vi~in and ninbitious, while it wus 

rumored that he was nlore i~nsc~~npulons t h m  liis f;rtlw. 
Old Bldic ~ v m  a b:mlier and n nioticy-lcii(ler, nt~tl it was 

said that Ilc lin(1 lnrgr aiortgngcs on sc,vci*;~l Itisli cstatcs. 
On a ccrt;~in cveninq tlic Intlicr nncl his son nrcrc wntccl 

in the lil)ra~-y of tllcii~ mai~siou, nntl tlic oltl It~llow \ms 
chucliling Lo l l i~~~scl l :  il l  high glw, :la lie suicl: 
"Well, C'liarlcy, nly boy, jroti sce elrerythi~lg tliriws witti 

us. You'll soon be clcrtc~l :L T I I c I I ~ ~ P ~  of JJ:wli:tlnel~ t, :m~lI 
hope to we yon p i m e  rni111htw bclore I ilic." 
'(Yon we gootl for twc11 try yaws, f : ~ t l ~ e r ,  nntl I don't we 

what is to hinder mc fro111 goillg to the top of the lidclcr," 
answel-ed the soldier, W ILh a pronil smile. 
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"Nothing nt d l ,  sir, Well, well, how I laugh when 1 
think of what, I am now alld what I wns. Who'd Iwlicre 
that  I once traveled around L e l m ~ l  with a petlcllcr's p:rck 
011 i i  do~lkcy, b11t it is tme." 
" You didn't get your first start in life from the pack, 

father?' 
Tha t  is true, too, Charley. I got my first start out; of 

tile smngglers on the const, bu t  that  is a clc:~.tl secret." 
"There WLS money in smuggling in. those days, I be-

lieve." 
" ITc:~ps of it. Did I eyer tell you the  t ru th  about Snn-

aha., t l ~ c  Spaniard ?' 
" I tliillk not, f:~l.~her. Yon told me he  was cnptured by 

~ 1 1English re\wme cutter, 2nd t1i:i.t was all, 1 thinlr." 
" He J\XS c:~ptnrecl of? tho hay, tllc mnd fool ! 11:~.IN, ha! 

I 1:~ughto this day wl~cn I think of the  trick I plnjed on 
him, and he tl-usting me so nluch." 

'" Wl~atever becnmc of him, father?" 
" I-Ie died in prisou, of coursc, bofore you were mnrriecl. 

By the m y ,  you don't tllinlr there's any clonl>t of t , l ~  rlentli 
of young O'Clonno~~?' 

i' Not the sliglitest. R e  ms shot in the  11:ubor ~vliilc 
attempting to swim from Spike 1sl;~ud on the nigllt of thc  
~'evolt. '~ 
''A11d t h e  father died in Portlancl Prison, the  old fool ! 

En, Ila, ha! Charley, my son, wc know how to ( led wit11 
our enemies, don't we? But i t  was I pnt  you up to the 
gnme. I tell you i t  tdres an  old smnggler to work a clever 
dodge. And you are certain Reilmontl is dead?" 

"I a m  celtnin of it. Why do yon ask tlie question SO 

often, father?" 
ii Uecnnsc I dream of the young rascal all the time. I am 

certnin dmnt  the Pnther, becmsc I saw him lying cleacl in 
prison." 

"And I a m  jast as certain bout the  son lying a t  the 
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bottom of the sen. But abont the old smuggler-are you 
certain I N  d i d  ill  p~*ison? 'I'hose Spaniarcis are very venge- 
ful, you ltnow, father." 

u i  'l'o be mrc; he's :IS dead ns a herring, my dcnr boy. 
Not onc of the crow of tho smuggler csc:~ped that morning, 
as I ICIIOIV ~ ~ 1 1 . "  

"And you kept the cargo, f:~tller?" 
"To I N  sure, and a uice pcnl~y besi~les I got from the 

government for giving tlic inlol-inatinn that led to the cap- 
ture of thr  crew after the vc~sel was sunk. Stmcllo WLS it 

clever rnscd, bnt he wasn't al~le for me. by a long sliot. 
Ha, 11:1, ha! Do you ever think of your old father-in-law, 
Clinrley, and how wc got Iiim c:~gccl ?" 

" ITash on that snbject,, for goodness' saltc, father, or my 
wife tniglil hear yon. She would never forgive me." 

"The mischicf she uwoltln't! WhaL can she do uow? 
Ha, ha, ha! T l ~ eold P~~cnc l~n l :~n  must have dicil in prison 
also bcforc tiow. " 

"We are riot sure of that. Xincc the fall of Louis Na-
poleon most of the political prisoners have bccn ~denserl, 
and old Libtimer may turn up here in London any day." 

"Wlmt if he iloes, me boy? How is he to ltnow who 
smagglcrl him over to Pal-is?" 

" l l c  may s ~ s p c c t  when he h e m  of the dent11 of old 
O'Connor i c  prison, as his eviilenc~ ~vould have cleared 
him." 

Old Blake chnckled to himself again, as he repllecl: 
"And who's to provc that nlc h:~d nnytlliag to do with 

convicting old O'Counor or his son, I'cl like to know? Who's 
going to take any trouble abont them now?" 

A cla.rk scowl passed over the face of the solciiel; as he 
replied: 

"My wife n-odd, if she once got a hint of the timth, 
father, ~s I know she cnred a great clcd for Redmoncl. Put 
that subject aside for the present, however. Didn't you 
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tell me t h l t  Snncho, the Spanis11 ~11111ggIer, had something 
to do with the  c:q~tnre of :Ln English L~wsure sllip?" 

"1 s ~ s p c ~ t c dhe 11d, lmt I ncvor could find out for 
certa~in." 

b .  Wliat nmde yo~i s~lspwt liim, sir?' 
b *  -\\r~bIl,I will lell yon. 'l'wil nigl~l~safter l l ~ e  trcawwe 

sli i l~\V:M tnlten olT Bins:~lcL ~ r h o ~ . ,I s:~wS;inclio, who 
a yo~uig mill1 t h ~ ,  fro111 the s n ~ ~ ~ g g l c r ,  wit11 10111' O ~ ~ ~ I C I ' S  

b~urying two hc:~vy chests iu t l ~ c  p o v c  near Li~ltc Una. 
T l i i ~ t ' ~  XIOW,OLW p r ~ l ~ l ' t y  ;IS y011 lillo\\'.') 

6 g  Dicl t h y  sce you, f i~lhe~*?" 
'<Not at all. On the f o l l o w i ~ ~ ~ ~  n ig l~ tI we111 to thegrove 

C 
with a spaclc to dig 111) ll1c clicsts, wlml ,.;LL\v I~Ii(~smngg1em 
coming fro111 their ,.;hip ng:~in wit11 two more 11carvy hoses, 
that they bwiccl ill 1Jic s i ~ ~ u e  p1:~cc.)' 

"Then yon h m l .  out what idle chcsts co~~tained, of 
conrse, filtllcr ?" 

"I didn't, confonnd mc! ;IS I' mnilc? :i little noise that 
alarmed tlicm the second nigl~t,, aud I 1l :d  to fly for my 
life, as they'd t h i d i  nothing of I i i l l i~gme.)' 
"But yon wcn t bl~crc :~g:~in ?' 
"That I did; and the very nig11L of the morning after 

the srnngglers were sunk out in the b : ~ ,  but t l ~ c  niiscl~icfs 
sign of t,lw fonr chcsts werc there, and no tracc of them 
either from that day Lo this." 

"Maybe they took them on bonrcl the vesscl agein the 
secon (1 night, fa~ther?" 

"Not R bit of it. Three di~ysafter S:meho wns pnt in 
prison in Kinsale I went to see hi~n,,  not pretending, of 
course, it was 1informed on him. Ee then gave me a hint 
tliiit he would be i i  rich m:m if 11e conld only rsc;Lpe S~*orn the 
prison." 

"But did not any of those t d ~ e n  with him ever escape 
nt all ?" 
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r6 Not a siugle one, :is J ~nisrie it n ~ y  l~usiness to keep track 
of them. 8:1ncho w;~s Ihc last Lo (lie tcn years ago." 

6. 
Did yon ever ioolr for the tre:imrc thereafter at  all, 
fnt l i~r?"  

c6 To be su1.e I did. I loolrecl lor it until I w:l.s tired, 
night ;vEtcr night. i ~ l ~ o u t  tllc grow new thr lakc:." 

L' 1V;cs llierc much on boiwl t l ~ c  I;rc?:wnrc?-sl~il), ll~inli you, 
fa thc~? '  

b".lY~crc was lnilliolls in U ~ i t i s l ~  gold, a1111 it w;ls going to 
tho Sl~rsnis11 gnrcrni-nenl at the time. Do11 Carlos \\wfighl-
ing for tlic throne of S p i n  that year, :~ml tllc uloliry w:s 
zoing t.o oppose him." 

Coloncl I31i~Ii~ wns silunt for some moments, wit11 his 
II:LII 11spressed. to his foreliei~~l, : L I I ~  the old rogm Ircpt watch- 
ing the son wit,li dccp :kten tion, :IS ho snicl: 

I s~r])l~owyo^ t'llinli L W:LS a g lwt  goosc to Ict all the 
gold slip out of nly ll;tnds?' 
"'W11;lt reason 11;d yoti to l~elilievo th i t  tlic Sp:~tlisl~ smug-

glcrs c : ~ p t , l ~ r ~ i l  the Bi~glisli trcns~w-ship :st d l ,  fntlior ?" 
"From w1i:~t I saw nucl the llillts S;ulcho dropped in 

prison. I conlil llavc got morc out, of Iiini, b u t  he coin- 
menced to snspcct me of Letr;~ying him. I'm satisfied tlmt 
the  Englidi gold is still lliclclcn new t l ~ e  bi~yat Cloverfield 
IIonse, and that i t  will be found one of these clays, Chnrley. 
I see by you that you have something in your mind on the 
subject." 
"1 have, fnther." 
"Then what is it?" 
'& Why didn't you eyer tell me the. l?wticnlars ahonti the 

golcl beforc?" 
A mnning smile pasficd over the old man's face, as he re- 

plied : 
"1 wm afraid yon wonld laugh nt me." 
"No, yon were not, father, hut yon were daid I wonld 

find it." 
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"Sure that  is nonsense, Charley. Won% yon l ime all 
when I am gone? Come, now, you ll:~.~e il, notion of your 
own where the  gold is Iiiclden? Won't you trust me, my 
son ?" 

The  son gave a cnnnillg g i n  in rctm-n, as he rcpliecl: 
"I h a w  a liot,ion where the Slxuiarcls m:Ly Ilaw hidden 

the treasure, ~ u dI will tell you wlicrc i t  is on one conclitii)~, 
father." 
"The mischiof yon say, Charley? But if yon l a o w  

where it is why ~nalcc m y  conditions at all with mc?? All I 
have vil l  be yonrs after I am gone. C!oine now, ont with 
it." 

The old fellow spoke in w r y  engcr tolics, while hc  fised 
his nvnricions eyes on  his son as if lie mould rwtl his iulnnst 
thoughts. 

The  lieell son mas not to bc Ii~unhuggecl so e~~si ly ,  how-
ever, ns he ~ ' c p l i ~ d :  
';I can't spedr out, father, ~ullcss you proinise mc one 

thing. " 
" \Vhat is that now?" 
"Make over the  estate of Clo~c!l%(:lil to mc a t  once, and  

then I'll open lny mind oli tlic sulject of the ~rc.aa~u.e." 
uMnkc over the  O'Comor est:~tc to you bcforc! my death!" 

exclaimcrl the oltl n u n ,  in suspicions tones. '< Come now, 
yon young rogue; whnt put tlmt into y o w  head? .Are yo^^ 

not my only child, and won't you h u e  all wllcn I a m  gone? 
What do yon mean?'J 

"Sec here, father, you know how close you are with me 
sometimes when I want money?)' 

d ' Bad ccss to yon, yon young villian, don't yon and your 
wife live in great style? Don't you have the  use of Clover- 
field Eonse in the  summer and this place in the  winter? 
Do I stint you in money at all, to keep up style in t h e  
a r ~ n y?)' 
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( iTllat  is partly true only, fntl~cr, as I am often short of 
f lulds, and I 1l:tve not: an ncrc of gronncl in my ow11 rig11 t." 

i t(i  TVllitt (10 yo11 W : L I ~ ~  LOT now, when yon will l u r e  all 
mlicn I :tm gonc? Thcn ils to thc O'Connor cksi.:~l;e, why do 
yon pick on that :tbovc all othcrs? Oh, cloar, ~lcar, I think 
I scc your g:mc now!" 

'. 1VIl:tt is it, sir?" 
T l ~ cold m:ui gronncd to  lli~nseif aucl c u t  nnothcr glance 

a t  his son, as hc rcbplictl: 
';You sly fos, yoa tlliillc tlic gild from thc treasure-ship 

is hicldcn s o m c w l i ~ c  on tllc Clover5eltl cstnte." 
''I do, f:~tIlcr." 
'< COL~C. ,no\v, wllcre do you Illink it in?"  
As tlie old man r~slcccl t110 qacstion lic seized liis son 

eagerly by ~ l i clinncl wliilc twrs  of ansicty nppcnrccl in  his 
eycs. 

T h e  hopeful son smiled in n, pecnliar manner, as he  re-
plied : 

lCYou h a w  just cnllecl me n sly fos, fn,thr, and I hclicve 
I arn :I. chip nf tho old block. Y os, L bclievc the  Spanish 
tl-cns~~rois conczi~lcd so~ncwhere u w r  the 1:~l;o." 

"Oh,  whcrc is i t  at  d l ,  my boy? Tcll me wlicre you 
thiillr it is now and. I will give you 11:~lfof it. Snre,, you 
can trust your own old f:~lhcr?" 

If Chloncl R l i ~ k ~  m c m t  to I-cply to the nppe:tl he mas 
int,crrtiptcd fit the momcnt by a mn.le scrvnnt, who an-
nonnccd, in h i d  tones: 
"A Nr. Littinier ilesirca t,o see 'Mr. Bl:~ke, sir." 
Tllr f:rt,lici: mtl  son L)ot.l~ startctl from tliei~s cllcirs on 

he:u.ing the nnme of tLe oltl. Fronclim:tn, nnd the latter es-
clnimcd: 
" \Vllcrc is lit? .Is I IC :Ln old m:tn?" 
"Kc is in  the ~ w l o r ,  colonel," nnwcrcd the  senant,  

'(and he appenrs to bc n wry  o11i gcnt1em:m." 
Bcfore the servani codi l  say nny morc the eucilyed old 



F1.enchmnn burst into tllc 1iLr:~ry and st:n.ed at tllc youngrr 
man, exc1;~in~iiig: 
"Arc yo11 Cloloncl 131:~ltc?" 
M o t i o n i q  the s c r ~ n n t  to retile, .the soltlici- advnuced to  

salute his f:~tlicr-in-hw, saying: 
"Ycs, I nm Coloilcl Blako; and if 1mist:zke not  you w e  

my wife's fi~tller. " 
The old Frenchman be11 t :I, p i w i n g  glance on the solilicr 

as he nslid:  
"Did yon wed Miss Celii~ L:~timcr, sir?" 
( T did. " 
"W l ~ c ~ cis J O L L Y  wife nt present?" 
A Incnotirnl wom:Ln r~~shecl  into Llw a p a h n c u t  a t  the  mo- 

ment, :~11il flung lmxelf into the old Frenchman's arms, ns 
s l ~ cesclaillletl : 
a Oh, father, is it yon? I have monrned for yoti as oolle 

dead." 
Tho old m:m pressed his dauglltcr to his b~-enst, :mil bent 

his fl~wliing eyes on her hushmd, :M he replied: 
"Ancl I llnve been as one dc:d for years, my dear girl. 

Three clays ngo I was released from prison in  Paris, w1~1.e I 
was confined by the  order of the usnrper. How is i t  tha t  I 
find you married to  this gcntlcmnn, when you were engogcd 
to young Mr. 07Clon110r?" 

The young womnn gnvc a deep sigh, as she replied: 
" Young Mr. O'Connor is clc:~d, fnther." 
c 6  Aild llis noble father?" 
"IIe dicil in prison also, sir." 
Old B1:~lie nucl llis son were very nncmy clnrillg the fore- 

going dinlognc, bnt the l t~ t ter  motioned to tx chair at the 
moment, as lie said: 

"Yon iire wclconle liere, Mr. L:~timer, a1111 I trust this 
mill be your home 11~rc:~ftcr." 

The old Prenclimnn drew l~ilnself up to his fnll height 
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and bent 11% scrutinizing eyes 011 his son-in-law, as hc re- 
joined: 

c c  Colonel I31:~1rc, live years ago 1 n m  treaclieronsly be- 
g~lilecito 1':~ris lly :L false talc. I mas then c:wk into prison 
by the itgc:nts of Lonis Napoleon. Sincc tllcll I have bccn 
c1c;~clto tlle worlcl. The active tre:~cllery was instigatccl by 
a plivtetc cncmy in  Irclanil. Can yon inform n ~ cwho that 
encmy IV:LS?" 

A slight flus11 appeared on tllc face of the soldiel; but lie 
answcred in calm tones: 

"1 conlcl not tcll yo~i, sir." 
The old Frciicliinan the11 turned to  his daughter, as he 

asked: 
"Who inforincil yo11 that I was dead, my d e u  girl?" 
c c  My husbi~nil, sir. 1 :~lso read it in  the pnpcr at  the 

time." 
ccTl i :~ t  was Ialse. Did yo11 follow me to Prance : ~ c r ' ~ l m t  

at  the timc?" 
'(1 Icft 1rcl:uiri to 11:~stcn after you, sir, but when I 

reacliccl Sont11:~nipton I saw an accoimt of your cleat11 in 
tlie paper. The account also statcd that your body was not 
fonnci. Oh, I am so glad yon are alive and ~vell, and we 
can now he all 11:qy)y togethcr.'' 

As the young wife ~polie she tunled an appealing glance 
on her husband, who very promptly responilecl: 

"Yes, Mr. Latimer, we am all clelightcd to see you she 
ancl well. This is my father, who mill also wclconle you 
here to his honzc." 

Old Glalte ad vnnccil with oustretcheil ha~icls at the mo-
ment, as he wit1 to the P~.~nclirnnn: 

" I t  is n grcnt suprisc to us, sir, to sce you dive and well, 
whcu we all thongllt you werc dcacl. Make powself at 
home, sir. as yonis clonghtcr is mistrcss of this house." 

The old Prcnchmnn bowccl coldly ns he replied: 
"I have a duty to pcrform ere 1 can rest anywhere. I 
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must discover those who bepilet1 me from Ireland. Before 
I break 1~1-ead in this liousc I must be msurccl tliat yon h v e  
becn my Iricnils." 

As t l ~ c  nl(l Frenclunan spokc, he hnstilp c?mbraccrl his 
cln.ug!itcr pin, i~ildthen turnecl abruptly to l ~ v cthc 
I ~ ~ I I S C ,s:aying: 

"I will scc yon agnin." 
Cclin Ulaltc w s  ; ~ b o ~ i l  to follow her fatllcr into the hall- 

wny, vhen hcr husbnntl c:tught llcr arm and drew her back, 
as 11,: wllisperwl : 

'' This is ~uibeal*nl)lc. Why, 110 acts as if 110 imngined 
tliat I had sorncLlliiig to do with his imlxisoument in 
FI-nnce." 

Old CIdrc c1111clilcd to llimself, nncl gnve n sly wink at 
his son, ni; he rcmarltcil: 

".Bcd:ed, I Lliink Ilc is Louchcd in the hcscl, and it is in 
the mad-house lie ougl~l  to be." 

The  young woman cast an iudignnnt glance at  hcr fnthcr- 
in-law, ns slie csclsi nicd: 
"hlv dc:v f a t l w  is not m : d  If hc has becn cast into 

prison by menus of trcnchcrous eucinics in Irclmcl, I mill 
:wsisl him in punial~in,rr tlicni, wlloercr tllcy may be." 

The young wonml thcn boancccl out of the room, vhiit: 
old Dla.1;~ ~i11li~cl n.t his sou again, aud dmw him asidc, as 
he s:~id,in cnutious tones: 

"The n~ischicf tnlcc mc, if I don't; smell n nice ruction 
on foot. TY1i:~t n nicc time yon will h a w  with hcr if she 
cvor finds out thc t m  th." 

A fcnrful scowl appeared on the soldier's face, as hc ro-
joined: 

"Ycs, TI'C will linvc n nicc time. fhy didn't lhe old 
fool die in prison, or reimin tlierc! fol~evnr?" 

At that momc~lt tlic door-bell gave a violcnt ring, und old 
Blnlcc esclnimccl : 
"Wllo in the tlinndcr can that bc?" 
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One of the  serrrnnts hastened to thc door, and he soon np-
pmwed, bewing LL sc;&lecl letler in his Ii::i~cl. IIancling tlie 
letter to olcl .Ulal.:c, the scrvnnt tiwuccl nwny again, sn-!ing: 

Tlie messcnger sail1 thcrc. r r u  no nnswcr: sir." 
Old Elake looked at the Ictt.er, which was nclcl~~eascci to 

him in a strangc hnucl, nhilc he rcmnrkecl, iu impatient 
toncs : 

7T;ho the clivil is this from?" 
a (  Opcn and see," rernnrliccl tlie son. 
T h e  olcl man clicl q>cn thc envelope, n~11ich contained a 

large sheet of Icttw pnper. 
Then a frightful cxclnnmtion escaped from tha old rascal, 

and lie s:mk 00 his chair, crying: 
(‘1Yl1:~t in the fury will ha.ppen next?' -9 

Colonel Clake saw that his father n-as pale with ngit* 
tion, nncl Ile nskecl: 

"What nlnrnls yon, sir?" 
The  old man hnnclcd the pnper to his sou, a.s lie gasped 

forth: 
"TAoolrat that!" 
The  son started in  tnrn,  nncl then glnnced a t  the pnpcr, 

on which was written the following words, in a bold, clear 
hand : 

6'Osc~canBLAKE-this is to inform you thnt Snncho is dive nnd in 
London. He is  nnrnrc of yoiir trenchcry t,o hill1 lung )ears igo i~ Ire-
land, nnd he desircs to inform you that a true Spnuiard never forgets 
an injury I" 
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If olcl Oscar Blake 1i;~cl received a dynamite 1)omb he 
could jlot 11,zvo been more terrified t b m  he ~ ; 2 son the 
reccipt of that short letter. 

As llis son ~ 1 : ~ s  a, braver man, hc trci~tetl the ndair in n 
calmer nlalllllner, and examined tho Icttcr ci~i-cfully ; ) p i n  
ere he rcn~nrlieil : 

"Psl~nw! Tllis is tlic work of soliir pmoLiu:~l jobcr from 
Ircli~nd, who hciwtl t h t  yon werc conllecterl with the 
Spninr,rds in yc:m gout by." 

Thc old mnn lookccl :msiously :illhis boll, ant1 11is I:~cc 
brig1:llteneil :I littlc he iwliccl: 

'(Do yon really thinli so, C!linrlcy ?" 
"To be sure I do. Was it such a great secret tllnl yon 

werc connected with thc sruuggle~.~?" 
"Some of the boys knew it long ago, bnt 1thought it 

was all forgotten by this time. Oh, what a relief it wonlcl 
be to rnc if it was only a joke. If I wns sure Snnclio nrns 
alive, I never wonld sleep nn easy ~viuli :[gain." 

Ckdonel Blake continaed to examine the writing, ns he 
rejoinccl: 

"If the old pirnte should be dive, what can he do against 
you, sir? C m  we not have him put in prison nu,am' ns n 
smuggler and a -$rate?" 

"That is true, my boy. To be sm.e, mc can haw the old 
rascal l~nng ,  for that matter, i f  we c m  only prove tlint he 
was e n g ~ g e d  in robbing the tremxre-ship. Bnt he can't 
be alive a t  dl. It is impossible!" 
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((Ifhe i l l odd  IN: d i re ,  fat'lier, yon m:Ly bc certain that 
he  Il;ls pic1 3 visit, t,o hcl:~ntl i l l  S C ~ L I ' C ~ I01) the trei~wre." 

Tho eyes WE the :~vurioious (;Id trlan g1c:unotl gain, as he  
rc,joinod : 

1 1 t  it. I we it d l  now, C%;~rley. The  0111 S p i -  ( 

i : d  is cl~:~il, 1mt; ll(:  nlnn:r.gcil to Ict soti~c rc:li~Livc of his 
linom :~.l)ont 1110 tiwunrc :LI ~dniy tre:~cI~ory, ant1 tllis nx:~~i is 
coming nt me iiow. \Vl~cre do yon think tllo golt'~ wns 
hidden?" 

Before Colo~lcil Bldie coolcl respond the door-bell, rmg 
spin, n i d  thc old riinn cried: 

'i13nd ccss to whoever this is! 1wouldn't bc surprised if 
we saw n g l~os t  to-niglit." 

'(Do try :~ml  lcccy qnict, fntlie~:," said tho soltlier, who 
saw t11:it tha  old man's :~git;~tionTVM increasing, sod wlio 
drew a rcvolvcr, :IS if to t l c h ~ t l  llirnsclf fro111 n conling 
encn1y. 

Wl~ i l c  t,llc! son was a t tcn~pt ingto c:~11n tho oltl man, the  
s c i ~ i ~ ~ i tc ~ rtcrecl thc  l3oorn.ii,gnin bcizi*ing n tcdcgrnpllic mes- 

"~ D ~ ~ ) L ) O ~ : L T Isago, wliicll JVN c:rii~i*Ii~d t iitlil in 11:~ste," and 
which was :tdtlrcssccl to old Oscar* 1Slt~ke. 

Wit11 trcmlding liiu~tls :u1c1 gliwiilg cyes the old m:ni took 
the  mess:Lgc a ~ ~ dread it, his f : m  growing pier the while. 

Wli~zt is i t  now, fntlicl~?" 
" Worse : L I I ~more of it. Wh:~ tdo you tllink this is a t  

all, C!linrlcy ?' 
"Tlow c:in I tell, sir?" 
" 011, b:id cess to Inc? if I ilou't think tlw world is corning 

to  an end. \ire mnst be off to Irclmld a t  once." 
"Why slmnld wc go to Irclnnil, sir?' 
"Because my 1:~wyers in Dublin inform me in this mes- 

sage tlmt :I. g~ntlcrnnli ~lnnlcd O'Connor liad just laid claim 
to the estate of Cloverficltl." 

"This is news indeed, f:~thcr. Who 2nd what is the  gen- 
t lenim ?' 
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"That's :~11t h y  my. Wc must go o r c ~  ;~ut lscc wlmt this 
robbei- is u p  to." 

As if to  still fm-tllci~ iiic,re:~sc the rtl:wnr of i.hc guilty pi^, 
t h c  door-Lcll r:111g Ino1.c \'iolcn tly tli:~n b c f o ~ ~ ~  
" Qootlilcss gracio~is!" escl;~iincd old El;~lie, "who cau 

this l)c al; all ? 
111 i q ) l y  tu  the  qucstio~i, the scrvnnt cnterccl thc 1~oon1 

n p i u ,  :~nnn~~nc, ing:  
" Mr. Cictol~ (l0llx;llcs." 
A. t:dl gclitlcmnli, of v e ~ gil:~,rli :qymzr:znr:c, :mcl vvr:nring a 

full l~la~!li I)c:~.ril, 11:lssccl tlic scrvnnt into the 1 i b 1 . q  ils he  
snlu t,cd Clolonc~I B1a.h nri 111 :L cold bo\v, s;aping: 
" C'olol~ol C!I~:LI'IC'R TZl;~l;c,I p~~csalnc." 
The  str:mgcln appctl,~.ud to I)c :L n im~ of lo1.l-y years n.t least, 

and 11? spol;e -wil,11 :I. sli,ql~l;foreign :lc:ccn 1, \\:liilc 11o 'Ijcn t his 
piemillg cycs on. i :~tl lw iu111 ~011. 

"Ycs, 1 :Lm C!olmiel I',I:~l\rc. W11:~t is your p l c ; ~ s r ~ r ~  with 
nw, sir?' rc1~1icd .the Englisll soldior, in cold ant1 pompous 
tones. 

"My name is OOUZ:LICS,and. I a,nn from Sou t11 Aincrics. 
who c~~~~~~I h r c  :i fricnd 1mmcr1 Dnrcy O'C!oi~i~oi* from 

thc  snunc phcc, m(l who Q l : h s  the estate now held by you 
in 11d:~ncl." 

C)ld Gl;l.lic ?;avc ,z Ecal.fnl ~ I T O ~ L L I ,a l ~ i l  t lxn  stnrLec1 up from 
his scat, cq iug :  

i~Monscilsc, nmn. If your friend has any claim n p i n s t  
the ostnte in I~~elnncl tho lnmycrs there will settle tho busi- 
nes!" 

The  strnl~gcr sm'lccl in n bitter rnaunel*, ,znd turned to 
Coloncl Elnkc, ns ho rcjoincrl: 

"This is your f;~l;licr, I p ~ ~ s n m c ? "  
"Yes, sir, this is my fi~thcr. As he has informcd yon, 

the law will sctllc nny c1:l . i~ your friend may h a w  against 
our  estntes in  Irelnnd." 

The tall strangcr licpt facing Coloucl Ghlic, and thcro 
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"You will soon hear from me, sir.'.. 
"The (lark-faced strmger merely bomcd in the coldest 

manncr, and then turued to ~ L ' : L P C  tlic I ~ O L L S ~ ,nluttering to 
himsclf : 

46 Yes, and you will soon I ~ c : L ~I~ol l lme :tg:~in, you inEw 
n d  wretclies:" 

That strengcr wns rLc~lrnunt1 O'(,hnnor, 1)at he nrns so 
chnagecl in appear:Lnce, voicc, an11 mani1el-, tlmt ercii his 
wiclicti ci~c~nics former clays dicl ~ i o t  I c ~ ~ o v  of llim. 

It is :I qncstion whether cvcu llio girl 11e loved SO n.dl 
woulcl rccognizc tlic t1,zr.k-heed .I'orc!igl~c~an,s t11c bright,, 
open-mindct 1 Ecclnio~ld O'Co~lnor. 

Tlie front door closcil 011 tho strtmgcr with :l h n g ,  and 
old Clalie tmned his I;cn.ifictl fnce on. his son oncc 111oro ns 
he g:~sped forth: 

" Is the wodd coming to a11 c ~ i l l ?  Ooe would suppose 
tli:~t d l  the dcmous of the lower rcgions came u p  to liacii~t 
us to-nigl~t." 

The bold, clmliing soldier was: also h ~ r f n l l y  almncd by-
the nnexpcctecl events of the evcning, yet he put on :I, 1~r:~zcu 
face and tnrnecl on the old man with a snccr, as lie re-
mnrlrcd: 
"Woulcl it not be well to malie Cloverficlcl over to me 

now ?" 
"I will, I will, if you will only promise to I m p  the vil- 

loins away from me, my h v e  bog. I sce that tlicre is a, 
co~~spiracyon foot to rob me of :dl I havc, and I will die a, 

b e g p r  ycl;. " 
And the old rogue coverecl his face with liis Iiands iu lie 

groaned in n.gony. 
Colonel Blake also flung himself on :L chair, nmil y~wscd  

his hands to his temples, as he mm~tterccl nloncl, with n fierce 
imprecation : 

"Yes, thcre is a fearful conspirncp ag:~inst ns, bnt we 
will get the best of the ~vretcl~es. F:~tlier, you must pl:m 
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a large snm at my ~ l i s ~ m : ~ l ,  ;m(l I will employ the al~lcst dc-
tectives in Loudon to ti.i~w lhis business on t." 

(.To br sure, 1'11 give you MIOIIC~,  nnil plcnty of(?II:LI.IPY, 
it. fe'll gct rid of ;dl the villaii~:; wlio arc tiwc~l~lingus 
now. Do you think that old JAinlcr id i l l  wilh l l ~ c ~ ~ i ? "  

if he was, :xi i t  is cvltlent 111:d lic< . Isl~oddn' t  w o ~ ~ d c r  
l~ccn i~lstig;~Lci[ :~g:~inst11s in some way. Ycs, ycs, 

thci~cis ;L deep conspiracy. 
c 6  But we :we rich now. n1y bop, nnil mc can 1dHc thcm 

all. I hare plcnty of l m i i ~ s  lc!t iu nl? old Ilcnd yct. C'M 
Sanchu hc really dive ?" 
" I I m g  Saucho, f a t l ~ c ~ .  Let's pncli LIP oar traps a i d  

away to Ircl;~~cl." 
" \Vliat to [lo there at  all?" 
"To  figlit tho battle ont there like men, and to find the 

golcl from thc trens~we-ship. " 
The mention of tlie trensurc aroused the: :~varicioas old 

man again, and his eyes glcna~crl with cnpiclity, ns lie 
asked: 

''Where do you think it u-ns liicl n t all ?" 
Colonel Blake's voice was Iowercd to n whisper as llc 

grasped his f:~thcr's arm, snging: 
"From wlint yo11 told me 1tllinli the Spaniards flung it 

into the I:~lie." 
The old man slm~ng- up two fcet at least, mi1 clnppecl his 

hands with chilclisl~ glcc, as he cricd: 
"Ghnrlcy, my boy, you have a \vonclcrfol llcod. T iicwr 

thought, of that before. As swe as T am :L living S ~ I ~ I I C ~ ,  

thc gold is a t  the bottom of the Inlie. Let us away to lre- 
land, iind to lhe mischief with all the foreigners in tlie 
worlcl." 

In lcss than a11 hour after that f:~ther twcl son mere on 
their way to Lrelnnd, and they were botli armed to the 
teeth. 

Just three nights after, two mnffled figures stole out 
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from Clovcrficltl. TIoiisc:, :mil mulo tllcir: wily to the uiurgin 
of the Inlcc. 

At tlic s:~rnc timc t>wnpersons llnving all the  nppcnmnco 
of old Gsllc~*~~icn wcrc sciltcd in t l ~ c  gl.orc, from wl~cncc they 
com~oi~~lt lcl l  view of the w:~tcrs l ~ c l ' o t ~:L 1~111 tlionl. 
('I t  is slow ~ i l ~ ~ l i .my  sou," srbi tl ouc of tlic old l i a l i c r~~~c~ l ,  

"but wc will gcd il; all ont in tilnc:." 
"We b:~,vc cnongll noirr, old Bricncl," ~~cl)lictl tllc nl l~c!., 

eiiongll to 1~cgg:~r":~ud more t l u ~ ~  our encmiw and 1'~11l i : j l1  

them as they dcscrvc. Who comcs t,l~ctro at t l ~ i sI lun~ .of the 
nigli t ?" 

Thc spa~1icl.s w1.e R.cilmonll C)'Uonnor am1 thc old 8pa11- 
tliosc q ~ l ~ ~ ~ o d ~ i r ~ g  Llie 1aIxid1 simngghr), : L I ~  tlwm d o ~ ~ g  

wc~.eold 0sc:~r J3Ii~kc :mil, his iul'anlo~ls son. 
The new-comers advamccl u n  t,il tllcg stood r i ~ l l t  in h u t  

of those co~~cc:~lccl ill tlic grove, wllcn old I!l;~lic, speiiking 
aloud, sdcl: 
"This is tlic spot,, my boy." 
The old Ql)i~nisl~ S I I ~ L I ~ ~ I C I '  gr;~spcd his i:omp:ulion's arm 

convnlsivcly : ~ t  t l ~ c  m o r n c ~ ~ t  a d  drew a cl:~gger from his 
siclc, as hc l~isscti into his car: 

'(It is the brig:~~ids tll~111selvcs. L,etYs out :uul s1:ry thtt 
dogs." 

"No, no," rctnnle,cl Reilmo~~cl. "They most licc t,o saf- 
fey a.~we hare suffewl. The homlds c:ul Iiercr h c l  the 
treuxre, let them try ns they will." 



AN EISI I  MONTE CBISTO. 

CHAPTER VIII. 



62 AN IRISH NONTE CRISTO. 

" I t  is strmge; but i t  is :~l'l I)uI' t 1 1 ~l m t  tlmk i t  sI~oul(1; 
11:y)l~iiso. The old 1~1gucl most l~nvc got inkling ol' tllc 
trcnsurc long : I ~ I ,  :mtl 110 11:1sonly rcccntly toltl his son 
,zl~vutit.. .I t  is ~rc l l;xiit is." 

Tlsc old Sp,zui:u.cl clatclle~l his tlqgctl. n p i n ,  as he 
rcs]~olltlctl: 

" I now 1~cn1cml~er tllc spy we licnrd hcrc in the  gwvc t h e  
n i g l ~ tw701xu.iccl tlic t~~c!ns~u.c. It was t11i1.t oltl t ~ i i t o l ~ . "  

"I bdicvc i t  mas, my frienil. I I e  sc.n;c:hctl for it t~ftcr, 
who11 yon wcrc c:~ptnrcilby thc English, :md. he did not 
find it." 

Old S:LIIC:~W to 11iil~solf iu a licrcc 113amicr :IS 11o(:111i~lil01l 
rel)lit!d ; 

"No, he  (lid not find il, but he will, if you ng~.co with 
me. 7V"ih:~t think you il' wc sl~uw soulc of it to tlic clogs a t  
l:1st ?" 

"-[Tnsll, :mcl sl3c:~k ill ~ll ispors.  Yes, it would be a fit-
t i~ ig  c i ~ t l i ~ ~ g  for the \vl-cttcllcs i l  they wwc put  to tlc;~tll in 
sight oE the  trcasutv, bnt  t h y  must live a while mi~1 
sufle~.." 
"0 11, y~s,tl~c!y s11:~ll su ITer ever so nlncll. I-It! is going 

d o ~ l lT ~ o W . "  

Baving I ;~1ic110131 his clothes, ( k~loilcl I31:tke seizcxl t h e  
entl of it rt(i~t!; L I ~dive11into Ihe dcclb Mie, wliilc his-father 
c;l~itcl~cdtlic utlwr ciscl of -1l1c'line, :nld ndclrt!tl 11is son 
going dowil, ; ~ s  h e  muttwoil aloud: 

''011, won't it Ire g~.:~t~tlif .\vc s l m ~ l d  get the t~.c:hs,su~-e 
nftcr d l ?  'PILO old lliichl oC it Sp:~niardn ~ n s tbe tle:ul, of 
course, bnl; I'tl like to linow the villaiu wlm is trying to 
.Crigl~tcn-mo I I I JW.  IZcre Ilc is ~113:~,g:~in. \Vllnt luck h:td 
yon, my son '."' 

151akv : ~ ~ v s t ?  for brenlli, m?d Colo~~cl  to tllc snrf:~cc p ~ f i ~ ~ g  
he c~:~wlitcl o t ~ t011 the I.~ank e1.c 11e rcspcincl~d: 

N O  u I .  I \Ye tunst get a iliviug snit, ere I t1.y 
a g i n .  " 



63 AN IRISH MONTE CRISTO. 

Old Bld<e groaned i11oud as he cisltccl: 
"Didn't yon feel or see the chests dowu there at  all, Char- 

ley ?" 
6 6  I felt n ~ t h i n g  bnt rocks :LMIWCCL~S,:m(1 hat could I 

see? 1 iell you,  sir,mc ~ ~ ~ n s t  gct a c l i~ingsnit." 
6 r B o t  it will take time l'ur that, C ' ldoy ,  a11d who knows 

but  the olcl thief of :I snlnggler told his secret to some one 
before Ile cliccl, il' Ilu'g clc:~il nt all," 
"Nonscusc; ha's clctul, l'dlici~. Didn't I mtzke certain of 

that to-thy?" 
"To be snre yon (lid. T l ~ c u  yon won't go tlowu agniu lo- 

nigh t?" 
Co1onel l 3 l d i ~  W:LS p t l i n g  on his clothcs :LS he replied: 
"Wh:~tis t h  use? I must get a (living sail and se:sch 

tlw bottom of tllc lnkc :dl :wonuil 1icl.e. It is not likely, 
now t h t  I l l~inli  of it, tlint thc smugglc~v wonlil t l ~ o w  the 
cl~esis ill new lhe vcry spot whcrc you caught h e m  burying 
tl1cm ." 

'&Trua euongli; but t h y  WPYC very heavy, and they 
woddn'l be likely to take tlwm far ;%way. 0 11, deal; why 
clicln't I thinlr ol  the l:~kc when I w:~syonng mid strong, :&nd 
a fine diver ~rritlcs." 

And the ole1 miser glmncil at the thought of having lost 
the nsc of the trc:hs~m for so many years of his scheming 
life. 

Thc watchcrs in thc povo hemd every wort1 ntterecl by 
fatllcr and son, ant1 the old Sp:~ni:~rdclmckled to himself 
again M he liissetl into ],is young friel(l's ear: 
"Yes, yes; they must sev sonic of the tlwsure l~cf'orc they 

die-the dogs! What u rrungc;wce we will h ~ ~ v e ,clear 
youtl1." 

"A bitter one Coy tlicn~," .espouilecl Reiltnond. "I am 
rejoiced thzt we cangllt them here to-nigllt, as the knowl- 
edge wo have gained will aid us in our scl~cme. Now they 
are moving awy, and Z w ~ l lprepare to go clown." 
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"Will T not go with you?" :t~Iic(l t l ~ c  0111 8pani:ad, Iic 
wntcl~cil his c1~p;~rtiiq cilcmy. 

It  will I w  1)c~stt h t  you wntcll, as Ll~cy m:Ly ~ ~ c t n r u  :~gi~in.  
We cnnuot be too c a i ~ f u l  Iluro now, 1;111101~." 

('Tllut is h e ,  my son," rcslx)ntlc~l llw 0111 nliui. :LA 1w 
. embraced I'Lrtlmoncl in the most, i~fl'relionate Innnnrr. '-(-)I], 

I am so rejoiced that 1 Ponncl slicl~ :L son. Yon will be sn 
rich and hi~ppy, when those dogs will bc Lcggws mtl  c l e d  
I t  will he oue grand triumph !" 

They w:~tclled their i.etl,c:~ting cv~emics tin ti1 tlicly weye 
out of sight, :~ud Rctlnlo~~il O'Connor t11o11 dcsccll(1ed into 
the lakc, while 0111 Saucllo kcpt wnidi :q:~inst id1 i i ~ t i ~ ~ d c r s .  

The young nlnu paicl tllrcc visits to t l ~ c  sccrct hiding-
placc tlmt night, rctnrning endl tinlr ~ ~ i l l i  n supl~ly of prc- 
cious gold. 

Early on thc following monlinq Colouel Ulnke 1i:stcned 
to the ncnrest city to procure n diving suit, and his wicked 
old f:~ther kept a strict watch on the li~ke, fcnriiig Illat some 
frieliil of the old smaggler's uronld appcnr tliere iu q imt  of 
the treasure. 

During the day old Oscar B1;ilie receive11 :t visit fi-om his 
lawyers, wllcn he mas informed that serio~ls proceerlings had 
been instituted by Dnrcy O'Connoi; for the recovwy of his 
uncle's estate. 

The young miw making the claim npl)e:wcd nt Chver-
ficlrl IIousc soon after the lo,wyer, 2nd old Rlakc trembled n 
little when he saw t h i ~ t  Ilc bore n family ~-esen~l)l;rnc(~ to 
those who had been sacrificed through his instrumcntnlity. 

Dnrcg O'Counor, the young Sonth hn~eri i~nn.  wns n td l ,  
dnrl~-slii~lacdgonng nmn of t,nrc)lty-cight,wi t11 n llcnvg clarlc 
mustache, ~ r w l c  CJTCS sl~ndcd by green spoc tacles, alld wi th 
s voice decidcclly forcign in its tones. 

Old Oscar Blake m a  cunning enmgll to receive the young 
man will1 civility, but he mid to him: 
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"It is all nonscuse for you, sir, t o  t ry  to get this  estate, 
:IS i t  is mine by ~.iglit ancl law." 

Tlie youufi South 1lmeric:~u bc~ t~oved  n grim smile on the 
cunning old wrcf,(:ii, t ~ shc ~~!pliecl: 

\Ye will scc ; L I ) O L I ~  t l ~ t ,sir. 1h : m  good reason to bc- 
lie ve t1~1 .  you obt:~inccl this property by frnucl, nnd t l~:~t ,  you 
mid ~ U L Wso11 W W C  tht? mcmla of putt ing nly relatives to 
dc;~tli, :~11(1. tlint gonr son is a, vile c o ~ \ ~ c l .  I S  he will 
not n ~ e e t  nlc as n gcutlemnn, I will treat l l i ~ nas hc d.e- 
serves." 

Old E ld ie  then flew into n rage, and pointing to the door, 
he cried: 

"If you come Iiew to t l i~wtcn  nlc an11 my son, I will 
take tlic l :~n on yon. Thcrc is your wr~y oat, and clou't ever 
c1ai:lren these doom ng;~iu." 

Darcy O'Cunnor cast 9, S C O I V ~at  the  old fellow as he re- 
treated to thc  door, si~ying: 

"1 will. soon 1i:lve tbt? plcasi~rc of kicking you 2nd your 
so11 ont of this Iiouse. Yon nre nn ar;uq>cr nncl a c l m t ,  
niicl your sou is a b : w  dog." 

T l ~ cyonng foreigner t l ~ c n  turned ns if to leave t h e  house, 
when he wlieelccl aronncl ag;~,in, sndclenly, sayiilg, i n  memi- 
ing  tones: 

"By the may, Mr. Blake, do you remcrnher one smugglcr 
who urns 1;nown IS Sn~lcllo?" 

Thc! 0111 r:~se:~I trembled iu every l imb nnd hesitated a 
moment for n rcldg, ba t  Iic f:tltercd forth, i n  tremnlons 
tones: 

"Whnt do yon know ol  him, yonng mnn?'" 
"I know tlint 110 is d i r e ,  n.nd that he has 3 good mem-

ory. Yon will hear from Iiim erc long." 
Dnrcg O'Comln~ t l ~ e n  strollcd out of the house, while old 

Blake stnggercd to a, ellnil. 21s he gilspecl forth: 

"Thunder and fury, wh2t is the  nicming of this at all? 



Can i t  be posible that the 011.1Slx1ni:u.d is ulivc after what 
Charley told me yesterd:~g?" 

The old rogue tllcn sprnng to Ww wiu~low and w:~~c:hcd 
Darcy O'Chmnor as 11c w:~lked tlown t l ~ c  hwn, whdc 11c 
ground his teeth with rage tw hc snit1 to l l iu~sdf:  

c r  The young villnin h : ~  got hold of tlw story of tlw old 
smuggler in some wtiy, :md hc w;u~l,sto friglltcn me thrcmgh 
it. I t  w:w ho sent rnc that lcttcr in I~onrlon, :ml J711 
have him arrcstcd for it. Thnnr1t.1- : ~ n ~ l  fury,  :we we 
going to be frightcneil now. and by ;L dandy f ~ o mforcign 
parts?" 

Thc old feIlow then o:~lled :I certtlin Tom Doyle, who 
was a bailiff on tho estate, :~udhcl scnt hiin to w;~tch the 
young foreigner. 

That Torn Doyle was onc of the policenlen who h:d 
testified against old Mr. O'Couilo~. rcgwiling the nttnclr 
on the police b;in.:wl~s, and the fcllow w:ls l o o l d  upon 
in the neighborhood us an inf:~mons scounclrel. 

The spy thm sent out soon returned to report t l d  
Darcy O'Clonnor hail gone ou board n sinall yncllt lying 
in the harbor, and that the litt,le vcsscl soon after put, out 
toward one of the Cape Clew islands. 

Tom Doylc also rcportcd that the yomlg claimmt to 
the estate lmcl been spcnding money in the vilhge with a 
lavish hmd,  311d that he 1l:d alrcady sccurccl the goorl- 
will of many of the tenants on tho estate. 

When Colonel Blake rcturned from the city t l d ,  night 
with the diving snit, he foimcl his fnthrr ill n high state 
of excitement. 

When the yoang man l~enrcl nl~out Dnrcy 07Uonnor's 
doings he bccamc a little excited also, and cricrl: 

"If that fellow comes here again set Lhe clogs on him, 
or get Tom Doyle and his fellows to cluclr him in the 
lake. I believe he is an iinlmstor who ha~s got hold of 
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some of onr family sccrc?f;s, :~ucl he is working on them to 
hlaelcnmil ns. " 

Tlie arguments of the tlrfiai,ut sol tliw lint1 tJ~c?ir cmect on 
the old. nlan, and lie entle!:a\:ored t30 h ~ n i s l ~d l  loolisli i ~ l t w  
from his mind. 

Townrcl the Itour of micluigl~l f:~tlicr ; I . I I ( ~  soil 1ttrt t,be 
hoosc again nntl rl~i~tle their way to t l ~ e  l:~l<c, tlic yoaug n u n  
bearing the tlivi~~g-snit. 

Old I31nlce ca1.1-iecl. clarlc I :n~ ten~ ,:IS as the night was h1rn.l~ 
and gloomy, wldc  the yc.)nng ulnn, had n diving-l;~nip 
attached to his suit. 

On reaching the spot from whence Colonel I)lalce hncl 
dived clown on the previous night,, t h y  pl-oceedecl to adjust 
the rliving-snit on the young man, and .with :dl dae care. 

W l d c  thns cngn8gecl thc rays Plnm tho ~ l : ~ ~ l i - l ~ i ~ t ~ r ~ ~  fell 
on n, bright object on the gronnd, ant1 the old fellow 
clatclic~l it with intense eagerness nacl, held it to the light, 
as he  esclninleil : 

"See there? will you, Ch:wlcy? Oh, h c a ~ e n s  : ~ n d  earth, 
some villain has been liere bcforc us." 

I t  nrss ib golclcn gainen the old fellow hncl tllos picliecl up, 
and it linct been clroppecl by rLcclniond O'Connor rlnring one 
of his trips from the secret hiding-place. 

Colonel Blalic stared at the gold picce for a :£em moments, 
and thcn esclaimecl : 

&'Let me see the date, :father." 
The young n u n  csnmincd thc piece c:wofully, am1 he 

thcn cried: 
"Poll are right, sir, this piece wn.s mnde inore than fifty 

years ago. Conltl it hc possi1)lc thnt it Iius I~ccn lying there 
ever since tlw simggler stole t81ie trcns~ro from the English 
ship ?" 

The old man tore his I i i r  in J Y I ~ C ,and hc .fairly fonmcd 
at t l ~ c  mouth, ns he gaspccl forth: 
"Not at all, not, at all ! So~ne inlcrnsl vill~bin m s  here 
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d t e r  the treasnre since we were last night, and he has taken 
it away. Oh, Chmlev, Clinrley, the young foreigner 113s 
something to do with this, I'll be bouncl." 

Ancl the old fello\~ clmcctl with r : q  a,s he glared at the 
gold piwe; and. he tlien pcercd dowri into the Inkc, as he 
continued: 
''But sure there may be a lot of it domu them yct, ~ h 4he 

coulcln't; tdie it all away in one haul. Down with J~OII,my 
boy, and try yonr l~iok." 

Colonel I3lalte wns also fearfully excited at  fiuding the gold 
piece, and his y o ~ u q  eyes had also clctectccl strange footsteps 
on the edge of the ldie ncar where they were stancling. 

Casting a caiitions glance aromncl, he clutched his f:~thcr 
by the a m ,  ns he snicl: 
"ICcep quiet, sir, as they may be watching 118 at illis very 

moment." 
"Who may 'he aztching ns?" 
' W u r  enemics. Let us drnw nside here into the grove 

and consult awhile." 
Thcir enemies were matching them at tlie time, ns old 

Sailclio and rLeilrnonc1 O'Conaor were concealed in the 
grove at the very moment. 

The two friends had witnessecl the sccne on tlie edge of 
the lnlie, and they drew silcatly l~ac,lc into the grove as the 
b ther  and son entered it, whilc Beclinoncl O'Connor mliis- 
perecl to .the Spaniard: 

"They 1 1 ; ~ ~taken to the bait, and we mill dmw then1 
still farther 011." 

Old S;~ncho clinckled with glee as he responecl: 
"Yes, yes, my  sou; we will clmv them ou nntil we wear 

tsheir hcarts out. 011, the dogs! t l q  will scc some of tlie 
treasure at Inst." 

Old B1:~lre and his son consulted together for some time, 
and the man thcn conc'lndecl to descend into the lake in  the 
diving sait. 
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H;wiugl-eccircd insti.uctions as tv tlw nse of thc app:w:~t~~s, 
the vcntruscsornc, sol die^ was su~c:ossl'ul c ~ ~ o u g l ~  ill t l ~ c  nse of 
it, anil he remniueil i l l  Ilir: )Jc.,ttou~ol' tl\e 1d;e I'or so~l\t: 
time. 

\\'l1c+i1 he :~scenclctil ;~g;~i i i  the old miser ~ I Y I : L I I C C ~loni nil 011 

I lonr i~~gthat  his ;;on I1:ul n u t  ~ n c t  a i t , l~  suc~;css i n  fincli~ig 
the trcnsr~re. 

A p i n  :uld ;lgniu Clolvncl Ul;~lte dcsncnrleil into -tlw Ialt c, 
until Ilu 1i;d HC::LI*I:IICIItllc l~ot tom on all sides :~rouiicl the 
spot n7lic1-c the gold piocc llncl h e n  found by his father, ~ J L I ~  

he  did not meet with the sligl~test success. 
Very ~nncl i  disco~~rn~:.ccl, but still hoping For 111 timate suc- 

cess, .Cn.tlicr and son ~ ~ c t u n ~ c dthe lio~ise, while the  oldto 
mnn wid: 

"We vill have -to put :L stli(.:t va tch  011 that spot lr~y day 
nncl by nigl~t ,  mid wo will llave t,o be on the  looko~it for tlie 
young vill:Li~~ O-t' a forcigncr. 

When the coast wns clcnr, Re:~lnio!lcl O'Cmlnor dcsccnclecl 
into the lake tigi~in; nnil mhcu tlic two i'ricn(1s returned to 
their yacht tllnt night t l ~ q  bore ;~nothcr good s11n1.e of tlie 
trcasore with them. 

On the  following mon~ing,  Tom Doyle nncl some of his 
fellows were scl; to w:~tcli the  grove ncor thc lnlte, with in- 
strnctions to nrrest; or sliool nug pro.ivlcrs cn~iglit nrouacl 
there. 

Old IHalrc pretended t h t  poachers were at  work on his 
propwty, n.s 11o rvns too cnnning to g i w  nny of his uacler- 
lings a liint almut: the trcnsure. 

Ou tlint snrne d :~y  tllc tcumits ou the  cstate gave uoticc 
I;h:~t they \ ~ w ~ l d  not pay t l ~ c i rrnnts to old Oscar Blake until 
the chin1 set up  by 1I:wcy O'Clonnor w s  scLtled. 

On the eveniug of tlie snlnle thy, Colonel Blake's yo~ung 
wife arrived at  Clowrl i~ld  HOLISCnit11 her inthm, nncl she 
a t  ourc sought an iiltcrvicw v i t h  her liusbnud and  the old 
man. 
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Spc:rking ill tonm of suppressed angelt, and .while her 
.i~cnor:iLl~?l:~Lller stood bcside her, Ccli:~ said: 

"Cloloricl I11:1,lii?, 1 11:lve lewnctl I:IJ o~ig11 to convilice nw 
tlmt yon 11:n-r> aalocl the rl~ost trcncl~c~~ous p w t  to my father 
aud III~SC'II.I will not go illto particulars now, but I wish 
to st;~tu Lll:~t I ncwr will resiclc lulder yo111- roof :~gi~in." 

lllle blosl.c4ng wltlier flew into :I, ].age a t  once, and de- 
mnnc.lctl, i n  ful-io[ls Loncs: 
"W I d  l w e  I donc, nlatlm~, to bo treatctl Ily yon in this 

nlann.eyY" 
T l ~ c  old 1 ~ 1 w d l n ~ : ~ n  iutcq~oso(l ou the inst:tut, and his 

eyes fl:~ql~ccl with int1ign:ltiou its 11ccrkd : 
" C:w (log! I II:I,VC 1c:~riwil t h t  you clllicctl me away to 

F~x.~lccr, Tw11~1c n w  c~.nelly iinl?risonctl for f ive years, so 
that T conld riot r~1n:~in nobleIICI*C'to tcstify in bell:&' of n ~ y  
old Il~.icntl, Mr. O'Conrlor." 

C!olonol BI:iix st:tnipeil with rage, :1s 11c ~:riecl: 
''Th:~t is :I, vile c:diunnyl and J Icnow who 11:m insti-

g n h l  it." 
T l ~ cold li'~-cnc.llm:~i~a w  moving to the cloor with his 

cl:~xigl~tci~ns he tiirnccl. i.md rcplicd, in the most vehement 
tones: 

I t  is not a b:w calumny, as I will s o o ~ ~  llrovc bcfore the 
world. Yon and your vile htther will soou wirer for your 
misclccils, and will be spnrncd by all honest mcn." 

The  ponng wifc cnst a vithcring glnnoc on Ilcr I~nsb:~ud, 
11ss11c c~*iccl: 

1nm s:~tisfic?dthat yo11 we the bmcst of mcn, :~nd I will 
tlic crc I wonld live a,a IIOLW ulldcr gonr roof again. Adieu 
forcvcr!" 

F:~thcr :~ud dnughtcr then left the honse, and Colollel 
Elalte turned to his old parcnt, saying: 

"This is tcrriblc, father. I fear that our misery has bxt 
commeaced." 
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The old ro<gxe laughed in a scornful woy, and he then 
clntchecl his son's arm as he said: 

L(Nonsense,my boy! If wc never fiid the treasure, we 
are rich. Let the wom:m go to bl;~xes! Tlwe we  p1enl:y 
of fine crc:~twcs in tllc morl~l \\ 'l~o will loc g l d  1.0 hare you. 
&ve co17r;lgc." 

Coloael IJlnke p v c ?  only n sigh i l l  i.cpljr, as he  w:~ssin-
cerely nttacllccl to his beantifid wire, an11 he realized that 
he had lost hcr Porcver. 

On the following clay a certain statemei~t :~pl~enrecl in n 
prominent p q e r  pnlslisl~cd ill a, ncighbori~~gcity, in which 
old Elnke aud his son w ~ c  allndccl to in \wUy sur.cre Icrnis. 
The editor cnl1c.d on t#heJ3li~l;cs to contriulict t,hc st;~tc.mcnt 
if possible; bnt they dill not :~cc:ept the  oikr Ihns  n~ :~de .  

When old B1:ilic :uul his son n,pptw~d i l l  pr111lic.+pi l l ,  d l  
their old sccln:li~l tnnccs ~ ~ ? f ~ ~ s c c l  t,hc.~n,to ~ w o ~ n i z r !  m l d c  the 
oficel.s of the neighboring g,l;~x~.i;;ont Colonel Blnlic in l l ~ e  c ~ i  
severcst manner ~msi l~ lc?  OIL d l  occ:tsions, a l c l  he urns soon 
conlpellcil to send. in his resignntiou as a,n otticcr in tlie 
army. 

The tide of hat;rcd lind set in with trctmcndo~ts forcc, nncl 
it was a1re:d y bearing father and son to morn1 clestructiou. 

In the menu time Darcy O'Connor often npponretl in  the 
neighborl~oocl of the home of his mccstors, nnd he mas nl- 
ready recognizecl by the people as the righlfnl owner of tlic 
estate. 



PI(+IL'CING AGAINST PATE. 

Old Oscilr B l A c  : ~ n d  his sou ~ . ~ l l ~ i ~ l ~ ~ c t l  some time at Clo- 
verfielcl IIonse ia dmost complete isolation, while they spent 
many uiglils in searcliing Llle lnlic lor tho hicltlcn 11wsurc. 

The old l'cllow curlc:i\-orcdto frighlcu tllc tenant I U L O  
paying Lllcir rciits by thrwtci~ing to trwn them out of 
their Su-nisi l ~ r ~ t  11c soon ixiseil such a storm nrouncl his 
head tlid 11e W:LS lorcwl to Lly the country i~,~lclseek slicltcr 
in Lonilon. 

Coloricl Blalcc accon~p;~nicdbin fiather to London, and 
thrcm hi~nsclf into all sorts of dissipntion, in the hope of 
dro\vnil~gliis gricf at thc loss oC his bcloverl wil'o, nut1 the 
clegmilatiou that h ; ~ dfdlen 011 hiin. 

The solrlicr took to ~ m b l i n g  with his 1:~ther'a money, 
slid he lost very hcnvily. 

He  n t t ~ n ~ l c d  the rnce-conrscs, and n.nge~'ccl his money 
frecly, but lack mas nguiust lliin in that iield also, as he 
scarcely cvcr struck on a, winning horse. 

Old Oscar Elnlce was ecjunlly mfortnnate in all his 
financid trnnsnctions, as he soon lost heavy snnis by the 
failure of homes mi th whom he lii~d large dealings. 

Both father nncl son soon felt some sccrct eril spirit was 
p u r s ~ ~ i n gthem, lsnt they could not discover that the old 
Spaniard and Darcy O'Connor were denling thc croshing 
blows aimed at them in qnicli snccession. 

Colonel Blnlre often encountered Victor Gonzalez in Lon- 
don, and the haughty Spaniczrrl d m a p  treated him with the 
utmost contempt. 

H e  also met young Darcy @'Connor in the city, and he 
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Isas enr:l.ged to find th:xt the yomig Sooth Amwicm ~ n sre-
ceivecl into tlic best society, :mtl tlint lie W:~S fast ~ C C ' O I I I ~ I I ~  

one of the lions of. the thy. 
Colonel 13ldic soon l'o~uiii, on the o t h r  ~ : L I I ( ~ .i11;~t 111: W ~ S  

snnbbocl by :dl thc rcslicctt~.blc pcol)lc vl~oln lie visited in 
of l i c ~  da~ys,I I  11 ti1 at lcl~glli the only peinsous vvlw wo~~lcl IT-

wive liitli ill to -their conipny mcre t l ~ c  g:~ml~lers~ i c l  horse- 
joclicys wlro pteyod on him. 

Oue night C:ilonel Blake paid a visit to o ccrt:~ingnm-
bhg-dcn  in Lon~lon, wlicre he eucoilntcred Dal-oy O'Co11- 
nor, nccoin1~:~niccl by n \w~cr:dsle old Sp:~.ninrcl, who dso 
hailed from Sou lli Aincricn. 

Charlcy Ghke w:~s a little p ~ ~ t  out ou seeing his enemy in 
the snloon, 1.~11; :IS O'Counor tliil not secm to hlie m y  uotice 
of him, Iic tnrnctl to tlic gaml~lii~g-t:~l:)le, and cornmci~cecl to 
plnjr witall pen t  spirit, Letking 11c:~vi'ly tllc: while. 

Portunc sce~nccl to turn in hrror of C!oloncl Blake t h d  
niglit, xi he won n large sun], of nionny before the how of 
midnight. 

Most of his winnings were olhineil from n yoniig Eng1it;h 
lord, who was l e i ~ ~ l l i ~ g  a very filst life at  the ti mc. 

While they were still eng:rgecl at the card-t:bble, and play- 
ing for n rery high st:~ke, Ditrcy O'Connc~r approached the 
yo~uig loid, and addrcssccl a few words to liirn i11 an nu-
dertone. 

The yozwg lord spmug op from t,lic tnhle on the inst;mt, 
a d ,  spc:ilciag to C11:wle.s R1:~liein u.n  angry tone, lie mid: 

"My friend hem mer t s  that yon have bcen cheating me 
all the cvening." 

The nccused nlnn s p m g  lip dso, and g l u d  at his ac-
cuser in n thtw~tening nlannei3, as he cried: 
" I t  is mi infnmons lie!" 
Darcy O'Connor confl~ontecl his eue.my on tho instant, 

and gi.asping his left; nrm he shook i t  violently, m hho cried: 
&' There is my proof." 
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The spectat,ors nttored cries of iniliguntion :~nd co~itempt 
as thcg saw threc~ c:nrtlr dropping out of the aleeve of the ac- 
cuscd man, wllo Iscc:~rnc :LSpdc ;LSi1o:~tli or1 tlw iustant. 

Cli:dcy l3I:~kr tlwn uttcrcd ,I,cry of r:qc nncl broke a w y  
from C)'Connul; clrawing a pistol at the stline moment, as he 
yelled : 

"This is solne infamous plot, ancl I will lxwe your life 
for it, yon sco~mlrel  !" 

The enragcd gninbler fired at O'Connor as he spolre, but 
the old Spauitzrcl struck np the weapon, and the ball lodged 
i11 the ceiling. 

Darcy O'Uonnor then tlasl~cd in on his enemy, awl, 
clntc1~i11ghim by the throat, he flmg him on the floor with 
great violence. 

PlmiCing one foot on the breast of thc pl.ostrnte man, ancl 
clmggiug I,he pistol from his grasp at t,he same moment, 
Dm-cy O'Connor begzn to bclnbor Iiim with a wdlcing-
cane, as ho criccl: 

('Stand asiilc, gcntlcmen, and 'Iwill p~ulish this rtlscnlly 
cheat ns hc cltwrves." 

Tlle spectal,ors did stand aside, mil  OJConnor bclaborecl 
his old cnemy tunti1 he  -was black anc! bloe from head to 
foot. 

Tlic clisgr:~ccd victim mnde s~veral attempts at regaining 
his fcct, but tiis nssailant linrled him lx~clion the floor with 
cornl~nr:ttive ease. LLSJ he cried: 

"The cownrclly clog wonld not fight me as a gcntlcn~xn, 
and 1thns ponish him as I wonld the vilrst ruffian on the 
strcets." 

Wllen O'Uollnor ~ v u ~  hesn.tisfiec1 wit11 the j~unishn~ei-it 
l~aclinflicted, hc turnecl his victim over to the proprietors uf 
the  gambling den, who rcstorerl to thc young lord the 
money lie hail been cl~ented of. 

Colonel Bl:~lrc wns then kicked into the street by the 





76 AN IRISH MONTE CRISTO. 

male attenclants of the place, 'bcing warned nercr to nppear 
there again. 

The clisgraceil solilicr mas sLill in n fearful Ixge wl~cn he 
rcncl~edhis f:~tlier's lionse and n~.onsecl the old nlnn from a 
tro~iblcd slnmbcr. 

When old Oscar Blnlre heard oP the 1 : ~ t  ilisgracc thnt 11nd 
befdlen his son, he flew into i ~ nswfnl rage also, mil 1l.e 
cried: 
" I-Icaveus and earth, bnt I bclicvc t11at young clivil. of an 

O'Connor is at .the bottom of all oar troable. I'll spend 
the last po~lild I am worth to put hirn o ~ l t  of llie way for- 
ever." 

Father and son then sct nbont conc~octing s plot for the 
clestrnctiofi of young O'Connor, and t h y  resolvecl to snnl- 
mon Tom Doylo from Ireland to aid tliem in carrying it 
ont. 

Tom Doyle, their head 11a.ilitT. w1.s :I tlio~*ongliscoundrel, 
sncl a bolcl, cnnning, avaricious fcllow ns well. 

He had spcnt some years as a :polioe~nns in London, :111CL 

he was tacquaintecl with sorne of the worst scamps wlio in- 
fested the lowest Iiaunts in the city, pal-ticulnrly in the 
Seven Dinls. 

Old Blake bccame vcry mich  interested in .the old for- 
eigner who was with. Darcy O'Connor'in, the ga~nlding-den, 
and he rubbed his he:d in  a, pazzlcd way, as he he said to 
his son: 
"Are yon sure and certain, Charley, that the old smng- 

gler died in prison last year?" 
The yomlg man gave tm impatient shrug as he a.nsmel.ed, 

in s1111eii tones: * 

"Don't be making a fool of yowscl f ,  sir. J snppose yon 
will my nest that this old fcllo~v is your friend the 
sniugglcr ?" 
"Beclad, but I would like to get a Ioolr : ~ t .thnt s:Lme old 
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felloy, as I can't gct i t  out of my head that  8 m c h o  is not 
still alive. '' 

The y o ~ q  111:m ,gave :~notllcr in lp :~ fh f ;  g~wnt ,  :ts he 
rejoincd : 

I ;  If yon kcep ou in tli:~tm y  we will ncvcr 11c able lo do 
i~n!.tl~ing ~vitll. this O'Coil~lor. IU .£act,your troul~lcu are 
gettiug yon out 01your miild. sir, imil no n~istalie." 

Tlle old fcllow g;~vc his sou n c w n i n g  smile, as he  I-e- 
sponclcd.: 

"Never yon fe:w bri t I mill 1i:lvc more seusc in my head 
than yon in tbe  long rml. Yon will see how I will clown 
thal; O'Connor w l ~ c nI got fairly at  hiin. II hc is not  
a deod man in  a .i\rceli from now, witliont any saspicions 
being c,:lst upon us, I will give yon lcavc to p u t  me in the  
n ~ ; ~ i l - l ~ o ~ ~ s c . "  

l i a v i ~ ~ gsettlccl l.l~eir afl'i~irs for the nigllt, tllc two ~xscnla 
ailjouruetl to rest. 

011 t,lle a.ftc!rnooa of t he  followillg d a y  while old Osc:~r 
Blalte n o d  his sou w r e  returning 1'1.om tlle L:~nlriug-I~o~rso 
in Lhc city, t h y  saw Darcy O'Oounor in conlp;Lny with tllc 
old Spaniard. 

Aftcr scrutinizing the old forcigncr :as well as he conld in 
tlic strect, Oscar Ulihc turned to his son, myillg: 
" I mas ,z fool, Charley. That  old chq-, ci1.11'L; be Smcho  

ztt all, as 1112 does not look a bit like him, goocl or b:~d." 
The  rascally BailiB 1i:~stencd to London with all ~peed .  

i ~ dhe a t  once entered illto the plot for the clestruction of 
young O'Connor. 

Another nwl i  went by and thc  affairs of tho Blakcs wero 
going from bad to worse. Some of the London journals 
published urticles in  reference to the family, which 11:~cl the 
effect of driving d l  respectabie people from the old rogue's 
brtnlting-house, ~ l i i l e  his son fell lower and lower i n  t h e  
social grade .very c1:~y. 

Old O ~ C WB l a h  made every offort to stem the tide that. 



was bearing them ciowurvarrl, but all his struggles t~ppenred 
to be in vain, :uul 11r Ilc:qx:~l irnpracatinns on Llic head 
of yonng O'C!onnor, whom 1ic~ acunsctl of b e i q  tb.e came of 
all his misery. 

D:LPCY :I.JII~ the old Sp:~ni:~rrl O'Conno~~ rcsi~lcdill :L 1l;lnc.l-

some m;u~sion in one of the ~ n 1 - 1 u r l ~  tht: oily, the i~+i~rt- of 
rnents of w bich were fitted np ill tllc rnost elcgr~~il, al;mllw. 

On a certain night, soot1 after the two friends h:d rc-
tnnleil from the opcrn, the ilonr-hell rilng in n violent 
rn:~nner. 

T h e n  tlic male sei-v:nlt opcncd the door, fivc men pushed 
into the 1i;lll-way, thc lentlcr of urhom s :d ,  in pompous 
tones: 

I want Lo see your master, on the iustnnt!" 
The old Sp:ruiartS. had just; retired t,o bed, but Dnrcy 

OYConiior was in thc libmrg, :~uil he stepl>ed nut to the in-
truders at, once, ~ i~y i t lg :  

What do yon want with m g  sir?" 
"The lender of the party clapped his hand on the young 

man's shonlder on the instant, saying: 
"I am a detective, and you arc my ~xisnner!" 
The others sprang on khe young n1:l.n : ~ t  the same mo- 

ment, seizing his arms, and placing :L pair of hnnclcnffs on 
his wrists, before be coalci oBer the l e d ,  resistance. 

They then hnstled him out of the house, pnshecl him ink0 
a carriage in waiting, and. two of the detectives sprang in 
and took a sent beside him, clapping a gag on his month 
a t  the same time. 

The carriage then drove off at  a rapid pace, while the 
leader of the band hissed into the car of the prisoner: 

"If you. offer to budge, we will put nil end to you a t  
once!" 

Darcy O'Connor was taken by surprise at the assanlt, but 
as the carriage rode along in the dir~ct ion of the country, 
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he realized t l d  he rvos in the 11OTlrt?l' of his pl'ivate enemies, 
and he said to himself: 

*. Tllis is the ~ \ t ( , l . l i  of tlie El:r.l~es,mil I think I recognize 
this I*:LSC:~l jcsitle nlo. " 

r1I11cL.:ISC:LI Iwsi(Ic I l i ~ nw s  To111Doylc, and he wm cnrry-

ing ont tlic plot insl.ipt,cd by llis rtl:wtrs. 
\\'lic~u l l i c  1)rixo11cr ~ ~ i i l i ~ d  I113 becnme clni te Ilk l~ositio~i 

calm, arid wutcllnd for an opporttu1il:y to turn on the rascals 
in the cwriage. 

Working quietly at  his wrists as they moved dong, yomlg 
O'Connor succeecled in slipping them throng11 the hancl- 
cuffs. 

Then turning snddcnly 011 the two rilsc:~.lsin the carriage, 
b.e clcalt thcni blorvs with ca.ch 11:mcl as he cried: 

T o n  r:i.scds, I k ~ ~ o wwlmt you are at, ancl I will settle 
with yon. " 

Olic of the blow knoclie~l Tom Doyle through tlie car- 
riage door, and p i n g  O'Connnr sprang out after him a mo-
rncnt aftel* and gnve him a fierce kick on the head a s  he 
cried: 

ic Yon can't con^ that game on me. Now me will see 
who is the master of the sitn;~tion." 

As the young man spoke kc stooped down and secured the 
pistol from the insensible wretch beneath him. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE IRISH MONTE-CRTSTO I N  FULL PLAY. 

Wllei~ Tom Doyle. mas 1lnrlc:il ont of the cnrriagc b y  Darcy 
O'C'onnor, the driver pullcrl up  Ilia horses, crying: 
"What is the 1 . o ~  thero now?" 
The late p i s o i ~ c r  pointed the re~olverto the fellow's head, 

ns he I-eplietl: 
'' ( k t  clolvu from y o w  scat mil  yon will see what the row 

is, you rascal." 
The  fcllow grnmbletl a lilile t,o himsclf, L ~ I JDwcy 

O'Oonuor c?nrrlil see? t l ~ a t  he XIS t.rying Lo slip his 11:~ncIs in to 
his poclid ;IS if in sealdl  of a T V ~ : ~ J W I ,wheu lux :rclv:mced a 
stop or two ncmnl., as hc cricc-1: 

' *  Ul' with yo~1.r 11mds and ilow11 ont of 3'0111' scat. P o u r  
fellows Iicre; arc bnclly hurt, I tl~irili." 

The driver felt t l~ii t  1le hnd a. tlolc~~ininctllimn to deal 
with, and 11c spl'nng from thc cnrri;lgr, :w IIC cried: 

"What is the  gnmc : L ~ ~ ~ I O I Y'? 
"1 know y o ~ r  gnnle now," rcplicrl O'Counor, "but I c:m 

tell you that i t  won't work. See to tllnt fcllow in thcre." 
Tom Doyle and his companion in the cnrri:ige wcm help- 

less for the time, as the blows they had received :from O'Chn- 
nor were deelt with tremendons vigor, uncl they were gircn 
strrtight out from the shoulder. 

As the clriser of the cnrringe examined the man iixide he 
kept eying O'Connol. as he  muttered to liilnself : 

"Blow my eyes if I don't think we have cn.nght o tartar. 
I'll have to ploy that  it was only a chance fare for me." 

Tom Doyle soon reco~erecl n little from the effects of the  
blows nnd lciclrs he had received, when the mscnl then ren.- 



lizccl that he  was in tlie powcr of the man whom he had 
plotted to destroy. 

Before either of tllc yrisnncrs hail fully recoverccl their 
senses thcy n.crc snfcly sccnrocl with cords ant1 hnclclled into 
t,he c : L ~ I * ~ ; L ~ c .  

L):~rcy O'C!onnor then dis:~nrictl tho  driver, ordered him 
Lnck to his sc :~t  :~gnin., ancl p r e  him clirectiojis for proceccl- 
i ~ l gto a ccrtniri yl:m. 

IIolcling his rcvolvcr ~-cmly for nsc, O'Connor then took a 
seat in the  c:~rriage, so tlial lie could kecp liis eye on the 
driver, mnd the  vcllicle rollcd back into London. 

The  Irish Montc-Cristo ilicl. not iddress LL wold to his 
prisoners on the. return jotwney, and wi'li~n they reached his 
own cl wclling he orilcreil tllc~il I1.0111 the c:Lrring:.(! and made 
thein cn tcr tho 1i:~lI-may before him. 

The old Rp:minrcl and some of the mcn nLtnclu.xl to the  
llonse t(l1c11 I.oo1: c11i~ycof thc priso~~crs,  while the car~inge 
was taken care of i ~ t  tlie same time. 

After tho  olcl Spnni:wd : U I ~liis young Pricnd 1ir:lcl a brief 
consnll;ation, Tom Doyle n m  led into a room oa the second 
floor, where lic W:LS coufroll teil by the yonng Sonth Amer- 
ic:m m c l  old Cronz:ile~. 

The prisoner was qnite crest-fiallen by this time, and wlien 
hc  cast a sly g1:~nce nt tlic c1:~rk i~nd  stem fcatnrcs of the 
you~ig  So~lt l l  Amcric:~n, he mnttcreil to bimsclf: 

'iThis is a, grcat m:m, n l ~ d  I was n fool to be .up and clown 
with Ilirn. What  in the miscliief can lie be up to now with 
mc?' 

Tom Thylc vns  not :L cow~rdLy any mc:~ns, but; lie felt 
amed ~uirlcr  thc glimcc of the piercing cyc of t.'hc nmn who 
hn.d turned the t:hlcs on tlicm so dcctanlly,  and he felt 
that the young s(;r:bngcr 1i;~ltile power of effcctiug still 
greater snrprlscs. 

Pointing to a clinir, the  yomlg f oreigner r~ddressccl the  
prisoner in his clec~p touc?~, s:~ying: 
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"MThnt w~ your oljjcct iu m:dcing me yonr priso~ux to- 
night ?" 

Tom Doyle llesitatc~l a Pen tilol~~t!nts,;hut1 I d w ~a18;~mn~e~~cd 
lorth, with n c innn i~~gsmilc: 
"Sure, i t  T V : ~only n jolic, sir." 
"A joke, iadced ! That  jolrc will cost yon goar l i b~x ty  

for m m y  gears to con~e, if not yonr life." 
The yo~ing fo rc ipc r  h ~ ' n t  D more piercing glnnce oil the 

prisoner,, 3s lw i l c ~ l i ; ~ ~ ~ l c d :  
''V e x  you not :L police officer in the  sout l~  of Irc-llancl 

about six yews :go?' 
A visible tl-cmor stole over t11c fmmc of tho KISC:~, as he 

replicd : 
"Not at all, sir." 
"No lying wilh me, yon sco~utdrel, as 1: know th:~,t you 

mere. YOLWn:mc is John  Doylc, is i t  not?" 
The ex-policcmnn ~v:is w curuling a rogac :IS ever livccl, 

and he  snm i ~ t  ollce that his best plan woulcl be to m:kc a, 

full coufcssion to the slrnngc man b c l o ~ ~  him, so he I-cplierl: 
"My name is Tom Doyle, sir. I sco tlicre is no  usc in 

trying to kccp irnyfl~ing from yon." 
"Yon will lanow thnt better ere long. If you cxpect any 

mercy a,t my 11:~n;ls~ you .will speak tllc truth." 
"To bc snrc I will, sir.." 
'iDo yon Iinow who I am?" d t c i l  the yr:11111g toroigncr, 

as he cast n pxnl iar  gl:nlcr :kt his old flsior~tl. 
"To be suro, sir. You are Mr.. T):wcy O'Connor, 

cousin to the young gciitIernan who died 011 Spike Tsli~ld." 
A fearfnl scowl appcnrccl on the face of thc! questioner. :rs 

h e  snicl: 
"Ancl nepllc~v of thc innocxmt old gcntlom:m wliorrl yon 

lielpecl t o  scnd to  a11 Rnglish prison throng11 yon]. false 
swearing. Where is the sconnclrel who ma-3 go11 r co~npnnion 
a t  the  time? I mean thc policcmnn who fdsely testified 
with you ngninst old Mr. O'Connor." 
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"Re is clcnd, sir," repliccl thc prisoner, with a tremor, 
s c  and I almost: wish that 1: w:cs in the grnvc with him." 

Tlic old Slmni:~rtl Iicre interlmecl, s;ij.ing: 
r l  You a r ~ouc vilc brig:~iicl, anc1 it is clcnth that yoii cle- 

serve, bnt yonr c:q~,t,:lin w : ~  wor~c." 
A gleam of Iiolw :~pl~c:ciwl ill tlic eyes of thc prisoner as 

he tm.ne;l lo the old Spmiarcl. snyi~lg: 
<' That is truc, old guntleninn. I t  ~vas old 131:dce mncle 

LIPall tlic cliviltry." 
The yonng lorcigncr then sclilressecl the prisoner again, 

saying: 
" I t  mas old Blalie who put you up to kiclnapping nu: to- 

night, I prcsnnw ?" 
" I t  ~ v mthe pnir of thc~ii, sir.'' 
"Arid they intended that yon slionl~l murder me, I snp-

li~"?" 
"Not so l m l  as tllnt at all, sil*. I wm only to take you 

out to :L cerhin country 11l:~cc tlicy liwc, and thcy were to 
deal with yo11 tlicruscl vcs dtcr." 

Thc old Sp:~ni:~rd nnil his friend excliangecl significant 
gl:~nces, and the y o m g  nun couliaucd to qiicstion the wil- 
ling prisoner. 

A t  the conclnsioii of the yucstinning. TOIN Doyle came to 
s tliorongli nnderstnnding with the two for~igners. 

The otllcr prisoners were tlicn interviewed wiih the cle- 
sirccl cffect, and they wcrc disposed of for thc nigllt to the 
entire satisfnctio~i of D:wcy O'Connor an11 his old friclicl. 

Abont ninc o'clocli 011 the following m o r n i ~ ~ g  0111 Oscnr 
Blake and Ilk: son were consulting with Tom Doyle ill the 
library (11the old ba,nkw. 

The old rogue mas in his11 glee at  tllc ucws l ~ r o ~ l g h t  to 
him, arid he pnttecl the ex-policcninn on the shonlclcr as he 
said, with a memy cliuclde: 

"VeU done, Tom Doyle. Keep on with me, nu1 I will 
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nlnlie a p e a t  man of you yet. And so the infernal yomg 
rogue is :~wfully cut up, you say?" 

Tom Doyle grinner1 with ilelight, or for some other cansp, 
as he rcplicrl: 
"Ue took it  nwful hiwcl, indeed. And is1i71 it queer thnt 

he has yon clown for the trick?" 
Both father and son 1:~agliecl merrily, and the latter ra- 

joined: 
" I t  wonld be awful clnccr if he didn't, thc iufcrnd irm- 

postor, and he trying to swinclle us out, of our Irish fine 
estate." 

Bt  that lnomcnt tho dour was oponeci, and a servant an-
nounced, in loud tones: 
"Mr. Victor Chnznles." 
Then into the room strocle tlic tall Spaniw~l mho lind 

brought the cllnllcnge to Colonel Blnlre from young O'Con- 
nor on n, fo rmc~ occasiou. 

Both fnthcr and 8011 were astonisheil a t  the appearance 
of the Inan who cli~imccl to be n friend of Dnrcy O'Counor. 
hnt the old fellow soon recovered his presence of miucl, and 
he aclvancecl to  meet the foreigner, as he nsltcd, in imperti- 
nent tones: 

"What in thc mischief brought yon here agnin?" 
The cl;~rk-faccd l'or(>ig~ler c u t  :I, t l~reatening scowl on 

f:~ther nncl son, as hc replied, in  honrsc tones: 
"I came to look far my friend, Mr. Darcy O'Connor, 

who was Laken from his home last night." 
The two X l : h s  broke oul into scornful lauglis, and the 

old fellow cried: 
"Wlint in  the LI:ues 1l:wc wc to do wi tli your friend, I 

wonld like to Inlow? Ilr .  Doyle, ltccp au eye on this chap, 
as I think he is m:d." 

Tom Doyle did slide over toward the Foreigner, as if to 
seize him on the first violent demonstration on his part. 



-9N IRISH MONTE CRISTO. 85 

Casting another fierce scov~l at each of the Bldces, Victor 
Gonzales criecl: 
a I t  is yon who have kitlnnppccl my bcloved friend, and 

I am here to call yon to an account for it. Prodoce liim at 
once or I mill hare snlisfaction." 

Fo,ther ~ l c l  son burst out inho slmi ts of laugllter again. 
in which. they were joined by Tom Doyle, who cried: 

6 6  q l j s  a strait-jncket this (:hap w:mts. Will I call in the 
police, sir?" 

The tall Rlnaninrcl. turnecl ou Ton1 Doyle .with a fierce 
frown, as he cried: 

"Dwe to molest me, wretch, and I will day yon. I 
want Mr. 1)nrcy O'Connor." 

Then go to blazes m c l  find him,'kried old Elnke. 
"Let I ~ Skick tllc fc'llow out of the house," criccl Clln8rley 

: ~ 3IN nclvauccil ton'iud the tall foreignel- in a tliifet~tcning 
atti tude. 

Tom Doyle laid his heavy ha11.d~ 011 the stranger at the 
same mommt, as lie criecl: 
'(Ont  with the foreign thief, as I think he came here for 

no good at all." 
Victor Gonzales finng Tom Doyle mide as he mould a 

child, m d  as Charlqy Blake canght hinl by the shonlcler he 
dealt the soldier a blow between the eyes, as lie cried: 

"You cowardly dog, tonch me not." 
Young Blake fell on the floor ns if he Lac! received a, blov 

from a blnclgeon, while his f~zther danced around the room 
with rage, as he yelled: 
"Murder-police! The divil of a foreigner will Id1 

us all." 
The foreigner t ~ ~ r n e d  on his heels at the moment, casting 

a scornful smile at the old rogne, as he criecl: 

"You wilI hear from me and see me soon again. I will 
not rest u ~ t i l  I find my young friend." 
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The tall forciper then strode out of the hall and into 
the street. 

Old Blake matched him from the \~indow, mncl he saw liim 
entcring a magnificent cnrri;~gc, rlra.rvn hy ns fine 3, pair of 
horses as he hai1 ever seen in his lifc. 

Scnl;ccl in t h t  cwrii~g-ewas the olcl S p i ~ ~ ~ i a r dwhom Oscnr 
Bl&e 11ar.l seen in compn,y with T3:l.rc.g OYJonnoy and i s  

the old fellow tnrncd away from the window, llc gronncl liis 
teeth with mge, as he said 1.0 himself: 
"We will hiave to put tllnt pair wlicre lhe young thief,, 

O'Connor, is now." 
When tllc old fc?llow tnrneil his hcnrl from the window, 

his worthy son Iiacl reg:~inecl. his fcct, and he was rubbing 
his bleeding nose ns llc hisscd fortli: 

That infe~xal  Spnni;arcl strikes like a prize-fighter, See 
here, Doyle. you mnst gct on his t~-;~c:kdso." 

Tons noylc grinned to hi~nself, u lw replied: 
"To be snre, colonel. Sure it will bc i w l  e:my matter t~ 

go d t e r  him, as I know where he lives dreatly." 
Where does lie live?" 

" In  the holm with young O'Connor, to bc snre, nncl i t  
is in grand style they live al; that. Thc finest cn~.riages and 
horses in J~ouc1011 to-clay, and their honsc is fitted up in a 
manner that would be fit for a liillg." 

Old BlaBe gave m malicioas smile rims he asked: 
"Then they must be awful rich?" 
"Rich is no name for it, s i ~ ,  as they appear to be fairly 

rolling in riches. T heard it said this morning that the 
Spaniard just here and his old father have n lot of gold and 
silver mines ofl in South America, and that they spend 
more money in a week than the richest earl in  the conntry 
could spend in a year." 

An uneasy smile passed over the face of the old rogue as 
he rejoined: 

"If that is the cam, i t  is dmost  n pity thn,t we quarreled 
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with him at all, m wc rniglit m&e a fine haul out of them 
if wc were fricn~ls.'' 

C h : ~ l e g  1:l:~lte gave vent to a fierce in1 prccntion, and 
clenclletl his right 1i:ud i n  a t l i re~tening manner, :ls h e  
cried, in Cmions tolics: 

" I h g  the forcigi~ scoiini11.t.l ! IS 1lc 11;dall tlle gold in 
tlie world, I ~vonld not bc C~~icwlswith hi111 uow, :~utl I will 
have his lifc brforc long." 

T h e  oltl roguc p:~tt,ed llis son 011 the back with a11 i~pprov- 
ing  smile, as he said: 
" T l d  is right, Ullarl(>y, my Goy. I g101.y in y o ~ l ~ ~ ~ > l u c k ,  

and 1'11 bi~t.6you to tlic bitter end. We were able to floor 
young O'C'onuor hat  night. and me will floor thcsc infernal 
Spani:wcla also. YOU arc with US, 01 cunrse, Tom Doylc, 
:u: I c m  src by your f : ~ . "  
"T o  be sure, sir. I a m  with you, forevw nnt l  a d:~y, as 

r R I W ~ Y SW:L.P 

Tlic trcnchc~.ous rngar cl~nckled to l~imself in gi.cat glee, 
as hc mentally esc1:~imcd: 

"&Lay I nwcr  die on lily hed if it is not worth a fortune 
t o  l i t~mbug the olcl thicf. 'Tis little 11c linows w h d  is in 
store for him before lie is much older, mid what a wol~der-
ful  man he 1x1sto deal mith." 

The  three rascals then a ~ m n g e d  al)o11 t p y i n g  a visit to 
Doyle's prisouer that night, mi l  the (0s-policeman w~qsent 
out to makc certain inquiries about the two rich Bpi~ni:lrds. 

Tom Doylc! rctnrnc~l in the afternoon, and gave a glow-
ing account concelming their we,zlth :iucl moguificence, as 
well as the p c a t  1ibci~:~lity of the two forcignem, who hacl 
recently appemeci in Loidon. 

T h e  ex-policcmm anlo reporte~l thal; t,hc.re w:~sconsiclcra-
able excitement over the disnppar,znce of their young South 
American friend, Dorcy O'Connor, bnt  he assured them 
that  he hacl succeeded in  tlirowing the cletectives olf t h e  
right track, and conclnilccl by saying: 
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'The foreign fools triccl to get the dcl;ectives in Scul;l:~ncl 
Ynrd to be aftu~. you, bnt t'llcy wou'ltl 11c-hi lisl;c~ito such LL 

t l ~ i n gat all. It is uow belicvccl that yc,lmg O'Co~morwas 
mncle away will1 'by some L o ~ ~ d o nrogues; and sii1.e tllc cle-
tectives :we 11ot.f x  out thcre. " 

And. thc c ~ u ~ n i a gI'LLSC:~gave :1 sly wink i ~ this Yello\~-
conspirako1-s. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

IN THE LONE COUNTRY IIOUSE. 

Abo~zt nine o'cloclr tllnt night the two Blakes ancl Tom 
Doyle left London in a closcd carriage, and clrove out to a 
lone country house which the old banlie~ ha11 pnrcl~ased on 
speculation n short time before. 

The driver of the carriage was the same rnscel who liacl 
been concluered by Dwcy O'Connor on the previous night, 
and se:~tecl on the box with him was tlie man who liad felt 
the young South American's fist. 

When tlie old farm-honse mas rcncl~ed Tom Doyle led the 
way in, saying: 

It is ns still as death here, ancl who codd suspect that 
we had the young bacli: they nre m:9iug so mnch f ass abont 
in Lonclou ?' 

Old Bldie clinclrlecl in high glee, ns ho rejoined: 
Certainly not. How could any one snspect us except 

that suspicions thief of a Spnniaril? L I : ~as go clo~vn and 
have n t d k  with the young buck." 

Tom Doyle procluced t h e e  pieces of blnck crape from his 
poclcet, as he snicl: 

Pu t  on your mnslis first, sir, as a c  clou't milt him to 
know us if we can help it." 

Having coverod their faces with the crape, Tom Doyle 
led the two Blnlces 1101~~11ill to a ccllsr, and from thencc iuto 
a strong vault, whicll rrrxsecarecl by a heavy cloor and stout 
bolts. 

The  ex-policeman cwried a cl;~rlc lnntcru in his liand, 2nd 
vhen they entered tlie vault he flashed the light therefrom 
on the prisoner, who wns stretched on the Aoor and secured 
to a heavy post. 

'6 
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Darcy O'Colinor's ;t,rrns were bonuil hchind him, tlnd 
there w:~s n g:lg in his nloo.th. 

Staring op al; his visitors tllc pisoncr I-:~isrcl himsplf to :L 
sitting posilion, whilc Tom. Doyle proc~cccletl to remove the 
gag as he ~ ~ c r n i ~ ~ ~ l i ~ c l ,  iu joc:ul:w t,oues: 

"1 brought n, couple of friends to st:o yon, sir." 
The prisoncr sti~rcd at tllc nmsked mcu in trtrn, and his 

eyes then rcsted on Cl1:wley Bluli(?: ~ she said: 
"I cannot nnclerstancl the mcnning of Llh olltrage. Why 

have I been brought Bcre c21d treated in this rough man-
ner?' 

Old BIakc cl~~~clcled agdn  as 11c ~vjoiued, disguising his 
tones m d l  as possible: 
a We will soou tell you what YOLI ~ U V C  bccn brought here 

for, my yonng bt~cli, and yon may he certain we won't, stand 
any nonsense cibher." 

The prisoner then tnrned 011 thc speaker as he asked: 
What do yon want with me? If you are comlnon rob- 

bers, let me know at once the nmonnt of ransom yon demand 
for my relense." 

Old Blake chnckled again and pinched his son as he re- 
plied : 

"We itre not exactly common robbers, but we are on ithe 
track of a r:mal who wonld like to rob dcccnt people out of 
their own." 

"I-Iow docs that conccrn me?" nslied the prisoner. 
"We will soon show yon. You put in s claim against ,z 

certain estate in Trelmd, didn't yon?" 
"I did." 
"While you h o w  at the same tiinc that yon have no 

right or title to that cstalc whntcvcr." 
"I don't ho rn  an.ything of Ll~c kind. I Ilnvc a jnst right 

and title to the Irish cstalc of my ancestors, ant1 I will 
maintain it  until I die." 



Old Blake chuckled dourl : p i n ,  ;md his voice hccame 
quite stern, ns lie I-eplied: 

Jiou \vill ch;uige yonr hmc on tll:d point 11cfo1.e long. 
Now I j~ teu  to what I Ilavc to say to you." 

c c  Go 011, i111d I will listen." 
01~1 RLilte Ilenmed nlltl Iwvecl :L few nlornuntb ere he 

co~mrlencell: 
Al.en't yoci rich enough without tlic his11 estate t h t  

now belongs to a decent rnim?" 
6 c  I am rich enongh without it, 1~u t  it is my riglit and I 

will have it. " 
(<Yon mill new]. have it. Snpposing that we were corn- 

mon robbers, what monlcl yon be willing to give to be set 
free now?" 

6 L  What do you ask?" 
A hl~nclrecl thousand po~uicls." 

The prisoner starecl. at  the old fellow ~LI amazement, and 
he then exc1:~imecl: 

6' A h~u~clrerlt1ious:uld ponnds! Why, tlmt is a big for-
tune. Whcre clo you suppose t h t  I could get tllnt amount 
in  ready cash?" 

Oonlcln't you get it from yonr rich Spanish fricnds, pro- 
viding you conliln't tell us where to grt  it yoursell?" 

My rich Spi~ilisB fricncls monlcl not pay s ~ ~ c l ian amount 
to m y  stranger." 

"Not if yon g w e  tl icn~ an ordcr :md wrote that you 
wonld lose yonr life if it wns not p:~iil?' 

( (Not  even then. They woulil havc the messenger ar-
rested, and they wonld nsc all the police force in  Lonilon 
to find me besicles. " 

Old Blake then turned to his son, n.ucl t h y  conversed a 
few minutes in low and carli~st tones ere the old rogue 
tnrnecl to the prisoiicr, saying: 

"Bow much money coulcl you raise on your own 
account?' 
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** A few thons:mcl porrnde, perhaps." 
& '  That will ncvcr do us, and wc will put yo12 to cleat11 if 

yon can't clo better." 
As tlic old fellnw spolic Ile clrrm a revolver mcl pointed 

i t  at  tlw 1)risoner's I~cacl, bn 1 111s son intcrposcd, saying: 
"Let me try him a littlc." 
The prisoucr pr~tcuded to I,c very much tori-ifiecl a; tlie 

sight 01 .the ~leadly wenpon, while Chaibloy Rlnlte cou-
tinned, saying: 
"Can you llot TLL~SC! in c:isli to your five tllousmd p o ~ ~ i c l s  

order ?" 
Tllc priw0"r hesi tu  tccl n Ecm iniil~i lcs err? lie rcplicd: 
f i  1nlay raise Lhat much." 
"In orclcr to S:LW your life ~vnnld yon not be milling 

to sign a pnlm resigniug all cl:~i~nto the Iribh cstnle of 
your ancestors? Rcmcml~cr, if yon refnse you will be put 
to dcath." 

As C1i:~rley Bldce rn:~iletlil.ea,t h o  also drew a revolver 
and pointed it at  the head of t l ~ c  pl-isoner. 

Tom Doyle drew a similar weapon aucl prescntccl it at the 
prisoner, as he cried : 

"If you rcfnse, co~ifonncl yon, mc will put  three bullets 
in yon in n jilly." 

The  prisoner st:~rccl at  ihc. tliree nrfislicil men, while he 
appeased to trc~nblc in evcry linil), it8 lie Ialtcrccl forth: 

L c Iconsent. I mill sign m y  paper yon please, if you 
spare my life." 

Old Rldte chuckled in a joyous mnnncr as he drew forth 
a docnmcnt and pcn and ink, while he said to Tom Doyle: 

Re1e:~se his right arm wliilc he sigus the paper. I see 
he is n man of sense sft cr all." 

C!hadey Blake then intel-posccl, sn?ing: 
* c  One moment, if you please. Will you also swear to  

leave this part of tlie world without mdring miy fnss about 
this matter, nncl promise never to retirrn herc again?" 
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Notn;ithstanchg C!11:~rIcy's o1vle1-s Tom Dojle w:ls relens-
illg 1'11~ rig11L 11:~11(1 01Llic ~>ri:wncr, who : ~ t  once rcl~licd: 

I cnnnot nlnhc SIWIJ  :Iproniisc, us I want  to rcmniu in 
Eng1:tnd .Tor sonw I;iiilc." 

liy(,11 mus t  n1;11;c sudi ;I lrroniisc!." ci~iccl.y(Jallg! Bldce, i 
:IS he plnttcd I;he ~,ist,ol witl~in :IJL incll of tlie p~isoncr 'a~ ' 
henil. 

Tlic c u ~ n i i i g  old I.ngut! t11c.n intorS(~r-ccl, atying: I.i 
' < T J t o  it e:lsy, C!hnrlcg, :mtl i!m't be in suc11 n harry. 

Let us clo one tliiiig at  :I lime." 
O!il Osci~r C l i ~ l r ~  then l,l:we~l tlw tlocnrncnt on a bench 

before thc prisoticr, :tnd hiu~tl~clhim the pen, as he snicl: 
"Sign tlmt, iwd w: will t11w 1 1 3 ~ ~motller talk 

about it." 
The priso~lcrr did sign tlic ilncnmcnt wit,llo~it the slight- 

est hesitntion, his hand tmnbling tho whilc ws if ;agitated 
by terror. 

Old Blake seiaccl, tlic imp; exatnilled tlw xigustnre n, mo-
ment, :mcl then burst out into il 11on1.s~1:~11gli,m l ie cried: 

"Thnt settlcs one point. Now get all you c i ~ n  out of 
hiin, C hnrleg.-" 

A t  th:it instnllt the prisoner s t ~ n c k  thc? Inntern in Tom 
Doyle's h:~ud, and it fell on the floor, the light going out at 
the same time. 

Then all wns confnsiou for a few moments, while old Blnlre 
cried : 4 

"Eolcl the pi-isol~cr. .And strike auothcr light, yoo 
clumsy tllicf." 

"I am strilring a light, sir," cried Tom Doyle, "tuld , 
there is no d:~nger of hinl mcq>ing at all, :IS he is tied as ' 
fast as cvcr hc can be .to - h e  post. 011, m-urdcr dive! what 
is tlic meaning of tlmt nt d l ? "  

Without m y  aid from Tun1 Doyle, ni11.ig1zt light appeared 
in the vnnlt at tllc ~noment, ;ind then startled.-cries burst 
from each of the three nusl~ed men. 
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Stancling on the very spot wltcj-e the prisoner hail been 
1:~tcly sccurccl, was the form of :I, beantiful wom:~n whose 
face ~v:s:IS1):~Iens dedh.  

XTl1e11 the light first flareil op, slw cast her glaring eyes 
t ~ tthe three nml, m c l  she then fixcil them on Charley Lil:~lre, 
as she oscli-limed, in tl~rilling toncs: 

<' Miserable wrctcli, l ~ v o  yon bcconie an assassin ? Is 
this tho way in which you prove thst  my tatller's uccusa-
ti011s against you wcw u 11tlslie?" 

The t h ~ w  IIICII st:~ggorciIIJ:LC~C as if they had becn as-
sailed by ghosts, while Cllnrley Ulnlcr gaspc~l forth: 

"Merciild 1Ie:~vci1! it is nly w i l '~!" 
Thc pdr-hac11 wornmi gl:~r(:(l b;wk :tt llie mm in turn ILS 

she rsi:I:~in~ctl : 
' & T  WLS YOLII' wiPc, n~iseralrlr wrctcbl~, bnl you will wveu 

claim me sg;~itl, as I irm lost to yon :ind thc morid forcvcr. " 
AR the yonilg wonlan spolw, Itor form sccmetl to glide 

away, the bright light g r ~ d ~ ~ d l y  tlyiug out ilt the sn,mc 
time, until the startlcd conspii-atnrs were left in tolid 
darkness. . 

Alter :L little tinit: 'I'om Doyle nlan:~,rreil to light the lim- 
ten1 itgain, and tllen great was tlm sstonishrncnt of the 
threc r:~wals to find the prisonar sitling Iseforr thein in the 
same p s i l  ion as he wr~swheu Itc signed tile clornn~ent. 

Ton) h y l c  ap1,1w;11wl to be the first to recover his powel. 
of speech, arid 111: gl:n.cd at O'Oonnor ns hc gasped forth: 

('Wlii~tis tlte n~c:ming nf all this?" 
The mcnning ui' nrld?'  ns1cc.d the prisoner, tts if totally 

unconscious of what Iinh transpiscrl. 
Old Eldic w:ls nllnost fainting with :~gitatiotl LLSltegaspecl 

forth: 
'7e are  bcmitclicil. The 1,npcr is gone, r~lid the gl~ost 

must have ta1;en it." 
"What ghost are you talkiilg about?'' nslced the prisoner, 

in the most innocent toncs. 
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Charley Blake had recovered his presence of mind, and 
he  advancecl and pointcd his weapon at the prisoner's head 
as he criecl: 

"What infernal h n n ~ b a g  is this? Explain a t  once." 
The light in the lnntern went out on the instant, and then 

rt bright glare illumined the whole vault, while a ghostly 
voice exclaimed: 
"I will explain!" 
The three men nttelwl fearful cries m another form ap-

peared in the place of the  prisoner, wliile old Blake gasped 
forth: 

"Merciful Hemeal it is the ghost of yonng Redmond 
O'Connor, who died on Spike Islmd!" 



CHAPTER XII. 

TEE DEBJIA GOES ON. 

The appearance of his fair wife in a ghostly form startled 
Colonel C1:~lte mid his father to u fenrfnl estent, but i t  did 
not astonncl tlicnl h:df as niucll as tlie npparilion of Ihe young 
man whom they believed to be clcacl for some time. 

Bulb father a114 son sllrank back n g l ~ s t ,  their limbs tot- 
tering nncler them, and tlicir tongncs wfnsing to utter even 
an exclanlation of surprise after the first sliocli was over. 

Tom Doyle appearcd to bc :~sastounded :IS the others, m 
he had known Reilnioncl O'Connor fall well, aiicl he had 
reason to fesr thc ghost of the yonng m:m whose father wsa 
consigi~ecl to tllc English prison. 

Tlic old policemnn w:w not so dnmfonnded m not to be 
able to use his tongue, however, :a he soon esclaim~cl, in 
horrified toncs: 
"Oh, holy mother of XIoses! if it isn't the ghost of yomig 

Redmoviil O'Cotlnor h imsclf who was liilled i11 the revolt on 
Spike Island. Will you looli at him how he glares at yon, 
Colonel Blake, and isn't it ~ w f u lentirely!" 

The ghostly figure mas staring at Uolonel Blake, and i t  
raised its right hand at tlie monlent and poiuted at  l l in~, 
whilc it csc1:~imcil: 

"Yes, I am the spirit of the mau whom you betr:~yed to 
his clcall~ It was you who 11nd the arms plnccd on board 
my yscb t, and tlierc starl~ls the instrnn~cnt ~ ~ 1 1 0  c:wriecl out 
your work." 

The ghost then tunaerl, : ~ n dpointed his h:md at Tom 
Doyle, who groaucd dond: 

"Merciful goodness! the dead know everything. Rave 
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mercy on me, good sir, and I'll make all thc amcnds in my  
power." 

A clisdainfnl smilo p :~~sed  over tlie pnllid face of the 
ghost, :md he Gxed his ejes on oltl Blalre :is he contmued 
to esclnin~: 

<'As for you, wretched old sinner, your wliole life has 
beeu one scene of crime :ml treachery. Ton betrayed the 
Spnn~sli sn~nggler whose :lgent you wcre, and yon hoped to 
steal the tret2s~tre whicl~ Sanchu took &om tlie English sFp ,  
but you never fouucl it. You will sce that t~vasu~.e ere you 
die, and when yon are a pauper, but you will uever touch 
one piece of the Spaniard's gold have the coin yoo found on 
the margin of the Inlie." 

The wretcllecl old miser groaned in iLgOllY, and he gasped 
forth : 
" Oh, marder! n~twdcr! and surc t,hc clead do  1i11o~cvery-

thing. No living sod s:w us the night we loolml for the 
tre:tsnre in the lolcc. It is awful entirely." 

And the miserrhle ohl man fell on tho floor in im nncon-
scions state. 

Cliarley Blake wm made of sterner metal, and ,zs he re- 
covered a little from his consternntiou, hc commencecl to 
argue that they were bciug nlacle the victims of some uuac- 
conntalsle trick. 

Acting on the impulse of tllc moment he made a dash 
forwnrcl as if to seize the ghost, when the light went out, 
and he received n blow in the face tliet felled him to the 
floor in an inscnsilsle state. 

When tlic father :md son reco~crecl their senses agdn, 
Tom Doyle w u  st:tnclmg over thein holcling the lantern, as 
he exclaimed: 
" Isu't this awful cn tirely !" 
Old Blake stared ul? at his bailiff as llc gaspcd forth: 
"What hns Imppenecl a t  all, and where are we? Are we 

alive or dead at  all?' 
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Tom Doyle pointed to a mark on his nwn forehead as he 
replied, with a shudder: 

"The cold hand of the ghost mnst linve struck us dl, sir, 
as I only just came to nzy senses a minnte ago, and I struck 
the light to find you Both lying there for deacl. Oh, isn't it 
awful entirely!" 

Charley Blake was recovering his full senses, and gIared 
around the vault, 8s he incpirecl: 

c f  Where is the prisoner?" 
Tom Doyle stared around also, as he replied: 
"He is gone, sir, and the ghost mnst have whipped him 

off while we were lying here." 
The stout solclier sprang to his feet and seized Doyle by 

the throat, as he cried: 
"There is some infernal trick in this, you sconnclrel, and 

you mnst be in it. Confess at once or I will choke you to 
death." 

The bailiff dropped the lantern again, and they were in 
utter darkness, ax he gromecl forth: 
a Murder me if you like, as I am not fit to live after what 

I saw to-night." 
Dragging the fellow to the door of the vault, Colonel 

Blalie cried to his father: 
Cc JJet us get out of this infernal hole, sir, and we will in- 

vestigate the whole matter. Help, and a light up there at 
once!" 

The soldier's loud voice rang ont through the house, but 
there was no response to the summons. 

He managed to reach the stairs lcading up from the cellar, 
still dragging Doyle with him, and followed by his Pather, 
as he yellecl again: 

"Help, up there! What is the matter mith yon infernal 
rascals?" 

hi! "infernal rrrtscnlsJ' above did not respond, and the 
cause of their silence rnm soon discovered. 
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When the ihrce startloll men re:~ched tlic i n n h  room of 
the  ole1 building, wlierc :I h m p  was burning on the table, 
they found Doyle's thee conil):u~ionshtretchccl on tlic floor, 
m~cl boalid :t.llrl g % s g d  

Ou being rclcasccl, ouc of the mcn, rvlio acted as the 
driver on tlic pcvious niglit, ~~cldrcssed Ton1 Doyle, saying: 

Blow my cycs, iT  this iuu't a uice go!" 
"Writ lim Iinl)pcneil to yon?" :~slic(l Doyle. 
"1'111 blo~vcdif I C:I,L~ tell, only L l l ~ t\I'C \ViB 1:d ont in 

s110rt O I ' T ~ C ~ . "  

The fellow then went on to explain that they wcre seated 
in the room taking a g l , ~  of brn~lilg cnch, when they were 
suddenly kcelecl over on the floor and 1:ticl sc~lseless for the  
timc. 
"And what l~npl~enecl then?" aslrecl Doylc. 
The clrivcr r~lbbecl his head as if striving to recovcr his 

full scnses ere Iic rcplicd: 
"Clow me if I know. When mc come to we found om- 

selves lying here with tlic gags and ropes ou us so tlirut we 
conlcln't stir or spe:tk." 

Colonel Elslse bent a keen g1;ltlnce on the spcslier as he in-
quired: 

"Did you see any one at  dl? '  
<'Not a soul, sir. Fro111 first to last wc dicln't sea a cova 

until you come in. What is the gnmc, anyhow?" 
And the miin looked at his fellows and then at Doyle as if 

they all felt tllnt they had becn the victims of some prnc- 
tical joke, for which they mcant to hold their olcl companion 
responsible. 

It wi l l  be rcmembcrecl that the three mcn wcre 1-oug11 CUS-

tomers lrom the slums of London, that they had been 
sclccted b~ Doyle to carry out the plot against the young 
Sonth Americnn, and that they were well acquainted wiLh 
the old policcmnn in former days. 

Whilo Doylo .vvu endeavoring to pacify his friends old 
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Blake canght sight of a sealed letter lying on the table, and 
he soon saw that the letter NM aclclressed to himself. 

While his hands were still trembling from the recent ex- 
citement, the old miser seized the letter and prnceeded to 
read it as fast as ne could. 

And, oh, how his eyes glared as he devoured the contents 
of the docnment, which read as follows: 

O s c a  BUUE : This is to inform you that a cortnin old Spaniard 
is baaing all your wicked plans, m d  he will continue lo do so to the 
end. 

"Your wicked son has informed you that the old Spanish smuggler 
died in prison on the Irish coast, but that is not true, as: you wid be 
assured of ere long. 

The old Spaniard also desires to inform you that lhe sole object ot 
his life is to punish you for your trenchery to him and to others. The 
treasure thnt you would sell your soul to gain is still conceded in the 
lake, but yon will never find it. 

<&Restassured that you will be foiled in 811 the futnre plots you may 
devise against Dnrcy O'Connor ; that you will be persecnted 'by secret 
enemies, until your life will become a burden to you, and thnt your 
son will share in all your earthly punishmontrl. 

"If you and your son should have the courage to go and seek tho -: 
treasure in the lake again, I swear to yon that you sill there meet 

'I ~ANcHo." 

It is almost impossible to describe the rage and agita- 
tion of the old miser on reading the insulting def ance. 

Drawing his son aside he handed the letter to him, sity-
ing, in whispered tones: 

' "Read that, and see if yon d l  agree with me in what 
I think about it." 

Colonel Blake did read the note, rtud he became more 
furious thnn his father, he bit his lip until the blood 
appeared as he turned to the old man mncl whispered: 

"We are beset by traitors, sir. I think Tom Doyle is 
in with our enemies.'.' 

The old fellow cast a sly and nlnliciouv smile on his 
bailiff, rn he rejoined: 
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"That is my notion also, my boy, but don't let on you 
mistri~sthim, and we'll pay him ofl to the full bent." 

Charley Blake nodded an approval, as he said: 
"Yes, we will pretend that we are his dupes, and we 

will soon find out whose game he is ~laying."  
IIaving thus scttlecl ns to the  treatment of Doyle, tlie 

worthy pnir played the parts agreed upon in the  most 
cnnning manner possible. 

Pretending to be thoroaghly exhausted by the excite- 
m ~ n t  of the night, they requested the four rascals to 
accompany them back to the city, rnd Doyle was invited 
to  remain in their house that night. 

The cunning old policeman was also playing his part 
to perfection, and though his old employers plied him 
with soft vords and plenty of liynor that night they conld 
not get him to betray the fact that 11e was acting a trench- 
erons part to them. 

Boll1 father and son were very mnch affected by the 
iilcidcnts of the nipht, bnt their passions were aroused, 
and they resolved to fight thcir secret enemies to the  last. 

On consulting over the ghostly apearances in  the vanlt, 
they both conclnclerl that they Itlad bcen the victims of a 
delusion proclncecl by some stage machinery, and tliet Tom 
Doyle and his associates Iiad assisted in the effect. 

On the following day, when old Doyle arrived nt his 
banking-lionse in tlie city, he received very evil ticliags. 

I n  the  first pl:lcc, the Irish court decided that young 
Darcy O'Conaor's claim on the estate of his forefathers was 
a just one, ancl that the young South Amcrican would soon 
be put in possession of tlic property. 

The next piecc of evil i~lfornmtion x-as to this effect: 
Olcl Oscar Blnlie liacl recently pnrchased some railroad 

boncls for a large nrno~ull of money, and these bonds were 
now declared to be forgecl. 

The  old miser was n little disconcerted by the disastrous 
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n e w ,  bnt his son soon rallied him, and i t  was determined 
that they rvoulcl contest young O'Connor's right in a higher 
court, and aclopt other means ns d l .  

011thc afternoon of that day t h y  both l~nstcnecl over to 
Ireland, ti~liing Tom Doyle with them. 

As the coiultry mas in a il~sturbed state at the time, the 
despcrnte p i r  had rcsolved to misc n band of recklcs~ 72s-

cnls, nrm them to tllc tcctll, unil Ilolcl the niaiision auil the 
estnte ng:~iual the clainlnnt. 

They also resolved to probe Tom Doylc to his very depths, 
and if fnlljr nssnrecl of his tre:tcliery, to put llim out uf tlic 
way as soo~l as possible. 

V'he baility appenrccl to be perfectly willing to act with 
tiierii in all their movcmcuts, nud lie even volunteered to 
rnisc a party of reckless r1i:m~cters in Ireland who would 
holtl the fort for the Blidies figni~~st d l  comers. 

The cunning p n i ~pretenclecl to accept the proposition, 
bnt the solclicr wicl to his father so011 after: 

"The scoulldrel is in tho pay of our cnernies, ancl 110 
must be pnt o ~ i t  of the woy at once." 

As the Blnlrcs hncl still plenty of means a t  their com-
mand, they wore enablecl to c:wy out their plt~ns on an 
esteusivc scale. 

Before leaving TAoudon Coloacl Blxke 11:d a PI-ivate inter- 
view with n dctectivo whom he lrnew to be a bold, cunning, 

- and unscrnpulons fellow. 
The detective's n:mc was J im Cnrlom. imil he was prin-

cipally engaged in cnscs that reqnirecl the aid of a rough 
gsng of hard fighters. 

When the Blalics nrrivcd : ~ tC'lovcrfieltl'Eo~xe tlic young 
South A~noricnn liad not yet npl;cnred to take possession, 
and they at  once dcclnreil thcir intention 01taking the c a e  
before a higher court: and holdiug the property against all 
comers. 

On the follo~vi~lgclay after their nrriral, J im Barlorn ap-
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peared at the mansion with abont twenty strong and plucky 
fellows, who were all armed to the teeth. 

The strmgcrs also brought ovcr :m expert divcr, and a 
complete y)pnrntns for senrolling the lolie. 

On the night of that clay rcgu!;~r pntrols froin tho mon-
. sion guardctl the Mce, a d  the clirrcr conmlcncecl his opern- 

tions ~ulclcr the supervision o l  old Ulakc nlid his son. 
On the same night, whon Tom Doyle w,u rct~wning from 

the vil1:ige to thc mansion, hc m s  fired upon from behind 
a liedge, and reccived a riile-ball in his breast. 

It n w  then cleclnred that the b:~ililT 1i:trl bccn shot a t  by 
some of the old tenants on the estxte, who had n grndge 
against him. 

The snrgcons cleclerecl tliat, while the wonnd would prove 
fatal, tllc unfortunate 111an might liugcr for some days. 

When old Yluke ofFerccl to 1i;~re his ~rwnnclccl bnil~i'f re- 
moved to his own honac mid cnreil for thcrc, Doyle dcclarecl 
that he must Be talten to his own cuttogo to die in peace. 

Iu the morning after thc shooting of the b,~iliR a small 
steam yacht apl~eared iu the hay before daybreak, and the 
wonnded man disappeured from his cottage ahont the same 
time. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

AFTER TRE TREASURE AGAIN. 

Soon after the mrivnl of the stcam yacht in the bay, it 
was discovcre~l that its owner was a weallhg Spanish gentlc- 
man, known as Victor Gonzules, and that he was a personal 
friend of Darcy O'Connor. 

I t  was also rn~nored that Darcy O'Connor wm ou board 
the yacht with his fricncl, and tha t  the young Snt~th Amer- 
ican was waiting a favorable opportunity to seize the home 
of his forefathers. 

When that runlor was bronght to the ears of the Blnkes, 
the colonel gave a grim smile rd his father, rund said: 

"Let him come and take it if he is able, but we will have 
a word or two to say about it." 

The yacht remained in the harbor for several clays, but 
young Darcy O'Comlor was not Bnown to appear on shore. 

The dark-faced Spanish gentleman did often appear in 
the village, however, where he spent his money very freely. 

Victor Gonzales was invited to the resiclences of several 
Irish gentlemen iu the neighborhood, where he made him- 
self so popular and agreeable as to make the Blakes turn 
green with envy and jealonsy. 

The Spanish gentleman took care to spread about an 
account of his experience with the Blakes, as he stated in 
plain terms that they were infamous scotundrels, and that he 
was in  the neighborhood to assist Darcy O'Connor in 
gaining fnll justice on them. 

During his visit on shore Victor Gonzales was often ac- 
companied by an old gentleman whom he introdnced as his 
father, and who W M  also loud in his denunciation of the 
Blakes. 
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As the old miser and his son scarcely cver stirred out 
from the mansion escept at night, ancl ns none of thc coun- 
try gently visited them, they did not chance to meet the 
Spmiarrls, but they wcrc inl'orrncrl of the illtentions of the 
foreigners, ancl tllcy rwed accordingly. 

Uoloncl 131:~lic tlicn consulted with J i m  Uarlow regarding 
a secret att:acli, on the Spnniards, but that worthy replied: 

"Nonc of that kind of work for mc, coloncl. We came 
here to clefend yonr house, and guard the treasnre you are 
looking for, but I don't propose to put my neck in a halter 
by making a sly a h c k  on gentlemen who keep within the 
bounds of the law." 

Coloucl Blake famed e little et  the reply, mil he then 
had a secret eonsaltation with his worthy father. 

111 thc menntimc, the disnppe:~rnnce of the wounded 
bailiff remained a mystery to all. 

Somc said that hc llnd been made a m y  with and f l~mg 
into tho sea, so that he conld not testify against the parties 
who shot at  him. 

Others illsistecl that Doyle had got some of his friends to 
beer him awn,y to some secret hiding-place, fearing that his 
enemies would pursue him to the death. 

And it was also rumorccl that thc Blakes codd  tell more 
nbont his disappcarnnce than othcls, m ~ d  that he rnm con-
fined in some private room in the old mansion. 

About the same time the villagers spread a report that par- 
tiss were seen prowling around the lalre at the dark honrs of 
night, and one bold fellow swore that he had received a 
rongh pounding at  the hands of two men, whom he conld 
not recognize, while hc was approaching the lake to watch 
the operations of the provlers. 

No rumor regnrcling the tresure of thc lalre had as yet 
leslrecl out in thc neighborhood, and it mas supposed that 
the prowlers around it there were poachers or fishermen. 

On a certain night old Blake and his son, accompsnied 
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by J i m  Barlom and the diver, nlncle their way to tho lake 
a i d  took up a position on the old spot where the Ifivers had 
met in the clays gone by. 

The old miscr w~ffi in nn intense stnte of oxcitement, 
holding a gold coln in his hand, as lle said: 
"Where that mas found last night there mnst be plonty 

more." 
The diver looked down into the lake, and shook his 

heacl, as he replied: 
"There is no more in the snmo spot, I'll swear, sir, nn le~s  

it is stowed away under thc rocks, and we will hnve to blast 
them to gct at  it." 

Colonel Bldte shook his heacl, as he said: 
"Th:~tis sliecr nonscnse. The men who hid the trensnre 

could ncver stow it away ~nncler the rocks, RS there mas no 
diving-instrumants worth a pin in those clayn." 

Old Oscar Elalre stanlpcd his foot in  rage, as he yelled 
011t : 
"On my soul, but 1'11 call on the ghost of the old Spm-  

iarcl to show mc where the treasure is." 
The worrls ~vcrc scarcely lnttered when an unearthly groan 

was henrcl ns if coming from the water beneath them. 
The f o ~ u  men started back in evident affright, while old 

Blake gnspcd forth : 
"It is the ghost of Snncho, and he is guarding the treas- 

ure." 
"Then why clon't yo11 call on him, father," said the 

colonel, in jeering tones. 
As if spurred on to desperation by his love for gold and 

the jeers of his son, the old man miser1 his voice again, 
crying:

"Ec ye a spirit from henvcn or the lower world, I call on 
yon to appear and sllom me where the t r c m ~ r e  is hidden. 

There was a dencl silence for a few momcnts, and then 
the ghost's voice mas hearcl from bclow again, crying: 
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'<Ti l l  you. follow me, Oscar Blake. if I lend yo^^ to find 
the treasnre?" 

The old miser wns so startled with the respouse that he 
could only gasp fort11 again : 

" I t  is the voice of Sancho. I mind the Sp:inish accent 
now well." 

Colonel Blake bnrst out into a moclring Iang1-1 as he cried: 
'. Some one is playing a precious trick on us. If you be- 

lieve i t  is the voice of your old Spanish friend, father, mils- 
ter up courage, and call on him to appear to you. I beliove 
i t  is some rascal in hiding around here." 

The old mian drew a flask from his pocket and took a 
good clrinlr of brmdy, as if to musLer up courage with it, 
and then clearing his throat, he called out: 
'(If yon are the gllost of Snucho, tlic! smuggler, gtarding 

the trensore, I cell on you to nppenr to me and show me 
where i t  is." 

The old fellow took ~tnotlier swig of the brandy when he 
finished the speech, while his son jeeringly cried: 

"I le  takes good care not to appear, as he knotvs tl~al; we 
will put a bullet through his head." 

The t a m  king words were scarcely ~ronouncecl when a pale 
face sucldenly appeared above the water beneath them, and 
then the voice -they heard before fell on their s tn~t led ears, 
crying: 
"Follow me, Oscar Blalre, and I will lead you to the hid- 

den treasure." 
Old Blake was .the first to see the pale face in the water, 

and notwitllstnnding the false conrage he had imbibed, he 
sank back on the grxs,  as he groaned forth: 

"Merciful goodnces, it is the face of Sancho! I am H, 
lost man now." 

Colonel Blnlce n-ns rdmost as mnch startled as his father, 
and he could not utter n word. 

J i m  Bnrlovv wm a matter-of-fact customer, who did not 
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believe much in ghosts, aud 11c drew his rerolvcr and pointed 
it at  the pale fncc, :LS he criccl: 

"Come out therc, you skulking scamp, a d  let us lmow 
what pow g m c  is, ;ruyllnw. Clov my cyes, he is clown 
again, but  I will give him a sliol,." 

Tllc f:m went down nuler  tlic water, Jim 13:~rlorv firing 
a moment alter. 

Obi l3lnlis sprang up  fro111 tlic gromlil, nut1 shook his fist 
in the fncc of Lhc detcctivc, as llo criccl: 

L C  Yon mardcring fool, wIlnt  arc JOLI a t  ? 110 yon want 
to kill a ghost', and he the very onc Lo 1c:d 11s wllerc we can 
find the trens~u.c?" 

The olcl fellow then cast an imploring look clown into the 
water, 11c cried: 
" Come back t~gain, Saucho, ~ n y  boy, :\ud 1'11 go with 

you. I will be ready for you iu a jiffy.'' 
And the old fcllow pulled off his coast, when his son 

seizcil h im and drev him back from tlie Inkc, a.s lie cried: 
"Yon are mnd drunk, bthcr .  Hold back here, and let 

the diver go dnwn to investignlc. We will esplocle this in- 
fernal game this very night. " 

The diver was an old scnftwing man, and he was not free 
from snpersli tion. 

After st:~ring down into the  (lark water for a momcnt, he  
dso  drew back, crying: 
" Hang me, if 1care to go there again at uiglit in  such 

compnng as that." 
Colonel 131th at once strode toward the (liver, w he 

cried : 
"You infernal coward! if you don't go down, I will." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

SOME SURPRISES POP TEE DLAIIES. 

Vhen Colonel Blake declared that lic wonld go down 
into the lake himself if the professional cliver wonld fis the 
suit on him, the man drew back, saying: 
" Colonel Blah ,  I wish yon to unrlcrstnnd that I came 

here to work myself, and not to teach others my business." 
The pompous colonel stared at the man in disgnst, as he 

demnnded: 
"Then you refuse to go domn yourself, or permit me to 

go clown?" 
The man replied in firm but respectful tones: 
" I do not refuse to go clown at a proper time, but, under 

the circumstances, I clecliile to work any more to-night, 
and for good reason." 

The bold soldier laughed in a scornfnl manner, and then 
cried, in jeering tones: 

lCWhat a man you are, to be frightened by some mis- 
chievons rascals who are playing tricks on us. Did I not 
warn you that I would h a ~ e  to encounter an enemy here, 
and did I not pay yon for any extra risk you might incur?" 

The diver drew back still farther from the lake, drawing 
his suit with him, ns he sullenly repliecl: 
" The pay was fair enough, but I did not agree to  factcs 

the spirits of the other worlcl." 
" Pshaw! You are a fool, and a cornarc1 aa well, as I tell 

you agak that we are beset by some evil rascals who do not 
dare show their faces to us.J' 

Old Oscar Blake groaned at the moment, and he then 
cried to his son: 
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"No, no, Charley. The Inan ie right, and the ghosts are 
after us. Let us get away.'' 

Colonel Blake lorned instantly on his father, a* he cried, 
in clisg~isted tonrs: 

Bccp quiet, will yon? and take nnotller &ink of whisky 
if yon want conmgc." 
''All t11c whisky in I~*cl;~ncl wonlcl not put courage into 

me now," groitncd the olcl man, '. a8 I know in my heart of 
hearts 'tis the Spanio,rcl's ghost is after mi:. C'orne away, in 
the name of goo~lness." 

The stubborn soldier clenchccl his hands and stanlped on 
on the gronnd with rage, as he cried: 
a The miscllief take you all. What do yon think of this 

affair, Barlow ?" 
The private rletcctivc shook his liead in an ominous man- 

ner, as hc replied: 
"Hang me iP I linom w11:~t to mnlte of it, colonel. I t  is 

very strange that mc siw the licnd in the lake, and though 
I fired straight at it the ball did not have any effect at all. 
I don't know what to make of it." 

Colonel Bldie turned to the lake again, and gazed into 
the dark water, as lie cried: 
"I t  was not a human head that yon saw at all, but some 

infernal contrivance worked by the fiencls who were plaguing 
us to-night. Wonlcl that I conlcl go down, and I would 
soon discover the trick." 

"It is no trick at all, my son," cried olcl Blake. "Sure 
I mind the voice of the Spaniard, Sancho, as if I only heard 
it  yesterday. Come away, come aw-ay, I say, or the ghost 
will be the death of us." 

And the terrified old man seized his son by the arm, and 
staggered along as if reslcly to sink on the ground. , 

Colonel Blake tnrnsd on his father and shook him roughly, 
as he cried: 

"Rouse yourself, father, and be o, man." 



i i a  AN IRISH MONTE CRISTO. 

The soldier then bent his mouth to the old man% ear, 
and he whispered: 

"I firmly believe we are on the evo of Gilding the treas- 
ure, if we onlg have courage." 

The old man's cupidity was aroused on the instant, and 
he eagerly replied: 

"Do you think so, Charley?" 
"I nm ccrtain of it, The iul'ernd rascals who have heen 

playing on us are taking this metms of frightening ns away, 
knowing that we ; ~ r c  on the right track to find the trensure. 

The old man's eyes glared np on the moment, but he shiv- 
ered again, as he inqnireil: 

"But if the rogues knew where it mas, why dicln't they 
take i t  away long ago?, 

"Eecause they did not have the chance. it is not an 
easy matter to remove big boxes of gold coin." 

The olcl man shook his head ominously as he retorted in 
sullen tones: 

"I don't like it, Charley, and I woulcl like to give it up, 
as I fear that I may be struck cleacl s t  any moment. Oh, 
murder alive! who is thnt coming here now?" 

And the trembling olcl man pointed to a tall dark fignre 
who was aclvancing toward them along the edge of the lake. 

Colonel Blake drew his revolver on the instant, and he 
turned to the cletective, saying: 

"Yon stand by me against this intruder." 
"Of course, colonel. But I woulcl not aclvise yon to be 

too quick with your weapon." 
The tall stranger had advanced to within about ten paces 

of the group when Colonel Blake raised his pistol and pointed 
it a t  him, crying: 
''Who comes there?" 
The stranger started as if from a reverio, and then looked 
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at  the persons before him as if he had perceived them for 
the first time, as hc replied: 
"I am a friend, I hope." 
The man spoke with a decidedly forcign accent, and Col- 

onel Blake recognized him by his tones, as he turned to his 
father, and whispercd: 

<(Itis that infernal Spaniard, Cionzales. I have a good 
mind to shoot him as he is trespassing on our property 
now." 

The old man grasped the pistol arm of his son, a d  turncd 
the weapon up in the air, as he whispered back: 

"Don't do it, Charley, There are witnesses here, and 
you would be hung for nlnrder." 

Victor Gonzales continued to advance in a careless man- 
ner until hc stood within a fey yards of Colonel Blake, and 
then hc adcl~essecl the latter in scornful tones, saying: 

"Yon here, Colonel Dla~ke! Ah, I forgot that you were 
a pretender to tho land we now stand on." 

Colonel Hlnlre uttered a fierce inlprccntion to himself, and 
he then addressed the yonng Spaniard aloud, crying: 

"You insolent hound, I will have you to know that you 
are trespassing on our land, and I coolcl. have yon shot like 
a dog. How dare yon address me d t e r  the lies yon have 
spread about concerning me." 

The Spaniard advanced a few steps nearer, as he retorted, 
i n  dignified tones: 

"I have spread no lies about you, coward. My good 
friend, Darcy O'Connor, denounced yon in  London. He 
accused you of heing a perjured conmd and a robber, and he 
was ready to prove his words. He challenged yon to mortal 
combat, bot you refused to give him satisfaction. I de-
nounce you now, in the presence of your friends, and I 
challenge you to mortal combat." 

As the Spaniard spoke he drew a revolver from his pocket, 
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and held the point tow,rd the ground, after the manner of 
duelists awniting the signal to fim. 

Colonel Blake gnvc vcnt to another fierce cry, and he 
turned to J im Earlow, crying: 
"You are witness that this forcign rascal clrcw a wenpon 

on me on my own gro~uds."  
The detective stepped to the front on tllc instant, as hc 

replied: 
I must hear witness ;dso. Colonel Blirke, that you mere 

the first to draw a me:ipon on thc. gcntlcman. If you mnst 
fight, why not show fair play, aiid liilre i t  out lilie gentle-
men? I will not be a witncss to a murcler." 

Coloncl Blake stormed again, mil  scowlccl at  thc detective, 
as he cried: 
"What do you mcan, Rarlow? Do you not see that he 

has his weapon ready to shoot me?" 
" That I don't, sir. I see tllat the gcntleman, whoerer 

he is, has his weapon pointecl to the ground. Come, come, 
sir, and no ugly work." 

The detective then appeared to recognize the Spaniard, 
as he cricci: 

"Why, MI'.Gonzales, is it yon? I 11car.d that yon mere 
in this part of the worlcl, but I have not had the p1e:lsnre of 
meeting you before." 

The young Spnninrd pceted Bt~rlow in a pleasant manner, 
and be then turned toward Col~ncl  Rlalic, saying: 

"I am ready to fight that person in any way he pleases, 
and with any wea,pous.jY 

Cololiel Bhke  did not reply to thc Spaniard, but tnrned 
on the dctective, with itn ugly scowl, saying: 

"What do yon mean by this? You did not tell me that 
you lcnew this pcrson," 

J i m  Badom ch~~clilecl to himsclf, as hc rcplicil: 
"You dicl not engage me, Coloncl Glrzkc, to give yon a 

list of every gentleman I know. I knew the foreign gentle- 
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man in London, and I h e w  him to be n gentleman, and 
that is why lic mnst have f i r  p l q . "  

Colouel Blake now realized that the detective would not 
b;tclc him in any vile scl~eine against the Spaniard, and he 
ground liis teeth with rage m hc felt his helplessness, while 
he said to hirnself: 

"That inferud B d o m  has becn selling me right throngh 
in  the intcrest of this foreigner. I can see it all clear now." 

The S ~ ~ a n i i ~ r i l  advanced anotlier step nearer, crying: 
a You do not :Lnsmer me, Colonel I31:~ke. I have mado 

the ofer to fight you with any we:lpon y o ~ l  please." 
Old Blake fitood l~chincl his son, as if to seek protection 

from tlle weapon of the Spaniml, and he then groaned 
forth: 

" Come away, Charley, a i d  don't lluve anything to do 
with the foreign rascal, M 110 c:me 1101'~) purposely to kill 
you, I am ccrtnin." 

Colonel Blake tnrned a scornful look on his Iatlier, and 
then addressed the Spaniard, saying: 
"I 11avc no quarrcl with you, sir. If your friend. Darcy 

O'Connor, were present it would be different, as I have 
been seeking him." 

The Spaniard grasped at  the proposition at  once, as he 
- cried: 

"Will you fight my friend O'Connor!" 
"Certainly, I will. I have been only waiting a chnnce to 

m e t  where we conlcl fight in private." 
"And this place will snit yon?" demanded the Spani:trd, 

in eager tones. 
"Tliis place will snit me as well as any other," replied 

the soldier,assnn~ing nn air of bravado. 
"Then I will semi him to yon very soon." 
The tall Spaniwd tlien rlnrted iuto the grove and disap- 

peared, while old Blake seized his son by the arm, crying: 
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"For goodness sake, Charley, come away or they will kill 
the  pair of us." 

The detective grimed, nncl winked : ~ t  thc diver, a& he 
said to the old man: 
"No dmgcr of that, Mr. Blnlie, w l d c  I am here. I sup-

pose you are a good shot, colonel ?' 
Colonel Blake saw that the fellow was sneering at  him, 

and he cried: 
" You are an insolent puppy, and I: believe that you are 

playing the traitor to ns right throngh." 
The detective grinned again, as he rcpliecl: 
"Come, come, coloucl ; you don't know what you are 

talking about now. I am not who1 you call a gentleman, 
perhaps, but I can take nly own part with pistol or fists. 
Ah, here comes your gentleman, now." 

Another form emcrgcd from the grore, and old BI~.lie 
gave vent to a fearful groan, as Ile recognized the young 
Sonth American, h r c y  O'Connor. 

Advancing until he stood within a few paces of the 
colonel, the yonng stranger ndclressed him in stern and 
haughty tones, as he said: 

"I understand from my friend Gonzales that yon pro- 
posed to give me a meeting a t  Inst, Colonel Blake, and I am 
ready for you on thc instant." 

As the yonng South American spoke, he also drew a ra- 
volver frsm his pocket and held the point toward the 
ground, as if ready for immediate action. 

Another dark fignre appeared at  the edge of the grore a t  
the same moment, ancl the Blakes felt certain that it vas 
the Spaniard backing his friend. 

Old Oscar Blake felt that the whole affair was a plot to 
kill his son, and he clutched his arm agoin, as he cried, in 
tremnlous tones: 

"For heaven's salce, come away, Charley, as you can see 
that the rwcals mean to lrill you." 
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"Re ltillecl nly consiu and my uncle," cried Darcy O'Con- 
nor, and I will have vengcance." 

I t  is an infe~wd lie," criccl old Blake, "as he had nothing 
to do with tho infernal rcbcls at dl." 

"Then yon hod, you old wrctcli." 
That i3 onothcr lic," roa~ed olcl Blake. 

Tlic yonng South American lurned instantly toward the 
grove, as Ile cried nloud: 

Do you mem to say that you did not hire tvvo men to 
pwj~~re t t hen~sdwsi~nd swenr tliiit my nncle was engaged 
ill the attack on the barracks, when you knew that he was 
spending the evcniug with Mr. Latinlcr?" 

Old Blaltc p o t  on a bold face, as he gcllecl forth: 
"It is an infamous lie, bad luclr to yon. I never hired 

any one to do ;x~cll dirty work lor me.'' 
The young South American rnisecl his voice still higher, 

as he cried: 
"Did yon not bribc Tom Doyle and another policeman 

to swear against my nacle?" 
"Not at all, not at dl .  If Torn Doyle was alive now, 

he could tell yop, that i t  was a great lie." 
Raising his voice still loucler, Dwcy O'Connor cried: 
"Tom Doyle is here to testify." 
Even as the young man spoke, a rlrooping fignre walked 

out of tho grore and advanced toward the trembling old 
man, who started back as if assailed by a ghost, as he gasped 
forth, in terrified tones: 
"Merciful goodness, i t  is Tom Doyle !" 
Tom Doyle follored the old man as he retreated before 

him, while he cried, in thrilling tones: 
"Yes, I am Tom Doyle, and I charge you with having 

bribed me to swear away the liberty of old Mr. O'Connor 
six years ago. I have another m d  a heavier charge to  
lay against you dso." 
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Old Elalce fell on his lcnecs as if imploring mercy, mhih 
young OJConnor called oat :  

" W l ~ tis the other clinrge, Doyle?" 
Shnliing his clenched fist at  the lcneeling figure before 

him, Tom Doyle cried: 
"I charge you, Oscar Blake, v i t h  having tried to rn~wder 

me by firing at me from behiud the hedge, and then hg-iug 
the blame on innoccut men." 

Old Blake gave vent to a hemst-rending groan, threm 
up his arm as if in despair, and sank insensible on the 
ground. 



CHAPTER XV. 

M O R E  W I T N E S S Z S .  

Colonel Blake was staring at the bailiff in s bewildered 
manner, when the old man sank scuseless before him. 

Then arousing himself, he bent over his father, as he 
cried, in angry toms: 

"This is an infernnl plot-to crush us, but it will not suc- 
ceed, you rnsc:~ls!" 

The yonng Sonth American advmcecl until he stoocl over 
the scnscless olcl man also, and lie then cried: 
" Colunel Blnlre, i t  is a plot against you, s a d  I warn yon 

thal; you have not seen half of it yet. Yon hava been plot- 
ting and plotting for years with your miserable father, and 
it is now your enemy's turn to retaliate. Aro you ready to 
fight me?" 

Colonel BIi~ke was in a clesperate mood, and nttering a 
fierce excln~nation, he aimecl his wespon at yo~mg O'Connor 
and fired on the instant. 

Fortunately the iletectivo wn.5 on the w:hA, and he struck 
np the mcapon mldc the wonlcl-be msassin was in  tlie act of 
dnaming the trigger. 

Before tlie infuriated solclier could fire ngnin, Darcy 
O'Coanor sprang at him, tore the pistol from his grasp, and 
hnrlcd him violently to the gronnd bcsicle his father, as he 
cried: 

" if you will not figlit mc like n man, I will trcnt you as 
a clog, you sco~milrel !" 

And thc young Sooth Amcrican commenced to kick the 
fdlen man, until the detective clraggecl him away, crying: 

"Do not lower yonrself, Mr. O'Connor. Colonel Blake 
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h;b9 promised to fight you like a man, and I am snre he will 
be man enongh to keep his pron~ise." 

Colonel Blake was foaming with rage as he sprang to the 
ground and shoolc his fist at  Darcy O'Uonnor, crying: 

('Ycs, I will fight you, yon infernal hound ! Let us have 
weapons on the instant, and get at  it. Who mill act 3s 
seconcl for me?" 

The detective touchecl his hat in  a respectful manner, as 
he aclvancecl to the solclicr, saying: 

"I don't care if I do, colonel." 
Colonel B l a h  scowlecl a t  the detective, and then turned 

to the diver, saying: 
"I would prefer you, as I believe Barlow hm been acting 

the traitor to me." 
The diver loolred at  the delective, who nodcled at  him, 

and he at  once answered the coloncl, saying: 
"I will act for you, Colonel Blake, but remember that 

we must have lair play." 
"Who wants anything else? I believe you are all in with 

that infernal foreigner." 
The diver did not pay any attention to the insult, but 

turncd to the young Sonth American, saying: 
"Who will act for yon, sir?" 
Darcy pointed to the figure a t  the edge of the grove, ns he 

replied:
"My friend is here." 
The man advanced to the group with slow and steady 

strides, and m he them new Coloilel Blake, started again, 
and muttered to himself: 

"The mischicf ! As I live, it is old Latimer himself. I 
fear I am doomed now." 

It was the old Frenchman who thns advanced, and he 
bent his stern and flashing eyes on Colonel El& for a mo-
ment, aa he cried: 
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"Yes, wretch, I am here to see justice done at  last. We 
will proceed now." 

The old Prencliman t l ~ e n  turned to the diver and drew 
him aside to m:~ke arrnugemcnts for the duel. 

I n  the n~cantime old Elaite h:~d ~*ecovelwl his senses again, 
and when he 11ntlcrsl;oi)d wlmt wns going on he raised him- 
self to his feet and caught his sou by I;he arm, crying: 

'(Oh, Charlcy, Charley, don't yon see that it is all a game 
to kill yon! Come away with me, or YOU will be murdered 
out and ont." 

The detective grinned, he cried: 
The colonel can't back ont now." 

"Ha, ha, you villain!" cried old Blake, shaking his fist 
a t  J im Barlow, "you are in the plot, and I'll have you in- 
dicted for murder." 

The dctective grinned again, as he replied: 
"Yon won't have me indicted for shooting Tom Doyle 

from behind n hedge." 
The old man groaned, as hc replied: 
"I didn't do it, yoa villain !" 
Speaking in very stcrn tones, the detective advanced and 

glared at the old villain, as he replied: 
"Yon did clo it, for I saw yon, and so did the diver here 

as well. Is not that so, Bob?" 
The diver was in t.he act of loading two revolvers with the 

L old Frenchman, and he merely turned his heid for a mo-
ment as he replied: 

"We will settle all that hcreafter. The pistols are ready 
nowJ and yon will take your places, gentlemen." 

The manner of the diver appeared to be entirely changed, 
ns. he now acted like one who had not only t&en part in  
the came capacity before, but he also bore himself m one 
accustomed to the best society. L 

The trembling old man noticed the change in the diver, 
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and it  alarmed him the morc m he grmpcd his son's x m  
agniu, ci-ying: 
"Come away, I say, CharIey. Dou't you see it is all a 

vile conspiracy ngainst you?" 
Colouel Blake was losiug conrage when hc enw the prep- 

erations completed for eug;~ging 111 a clea,dlg clacl, alld he 
turned to the diver, crying: 

"I see yon are a11 ag:~inst mc here, aucl1 will not get fair 
play. I will not fight at prcscnt, as 1knolv this is a plot to 
kill me." 

The drirer straightened himself up at once, and cast a 
scornful glance at the cowarclly soldier, as he cried: 

"Colonel Blake, if you intimate that I am a party to auy 
foul p lq ,  yon are a11 infernal liar. The pistols are loncled 
alike, and you can have yonr choice. If yon cio not fight 
the gentleman as you proposed, I wonlcl aclvise him to give 
yon a good drubbing ancl a daclring in the lalie as well." 

The young South American aclvanccd a stcp or two from 
where he had been placed by the old Frenclinlan, and he 
cried: 

l C  The scoundrel mnst fight me, or I trill flog him within 
an inch of his life." 

Colonel Blake retreated some steps with his father, as he 
whispered to him: 

"It is a plot to put the pair of us ont of the may, I am 
sure. Call aloud for the fellows. and wewill turn the tables 
on them." 

Old Blake retreated along the lalie, as he yelled aloud, in 
friglztcned tones: 

"Hclp, help, boys. Where in the nlischicf arc yo11 all, 
and we going to be murdered here?' 

There was no response to the cries, wldc the detective 
chuckled l o  himself, as he mnttcred: 

c6 YOU will liave to  call louder than that, old fellow, be- 
fore the boy^ will come to your help." 
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Colonel b l : h  was backing aw:yr after his father, when 
the young Soufh L h r r i c a ~ l  s p m g  after him, crying aloncl: 

LC Yon refnsc to fig111 with 1110, tllen?" 
I do, at present." 

"Tllen I brand yon ns :t cowardly villaiu, and I nil1 treat 
yo11 as ~~1~11."  

Tlje young man was t h n  about to spring at his inteucied 
victim, when suothcr voicc was 11c:~rd at  thc end of the 
grove, and oat sprig n womnu, crying: 

T-10111, hold, Xr. O'Connor." 
Darcy O'Connor held back, and so rlitl Colonel Eldie, as 

he gasped forth: 
"Good hcavcns! it is my wife." 
The yonng woman arlvanccd nntil shc stood ncar the 

cowardly wrctch, and she then aclclre~scd him in thrilling 
. tones, as she cried: 

YCL, yon infamons wretch, I have the miscry to be your 
wife, but I did not think that yon were such a miserable 
coward as yon prove yonrself to be." 

Colonel Blnke winced tuniler thc insult, and he then glared 
a t  his wife, a,s he cried: 
"1see that you me in league with my enemies, but I will 

prove to them am1 to you that I am not a cowaac?." 
The woman cant a scornful glance at  her husbancl, as she 

exclaimeci: 
"Base wretch, you are a coward, or you mould fight the 

I 

cousin of the man you injured so deeply." 
"I will fight him." 
The diver ac1v:mcecl and offered two pistols to the soldier, 

as he said: 
"That settlcs it. Tnlre yonr choice of weapons. We 

have agreed on ten paces, and I have to girc the word." 



CHAPTER XVI. 

M O R B  R E V E L A T I O N S ,  

Goaded on by the words of his vife, Colonel Elake be-
came desperate, and lie resolved to sell his life as clearly RS 

possible. 
Old Blake, on the other hand, had no spark of courage 

in  his miserable nature, ancl he was agiliu attempting to 
drag his son away, when the seconds interlered, crying: 

"Out of the way, you old wretch, or we will have you 
flung into the lalte!" 

I t  was the diver who spoke, and lie had tlssnmed all the 
air of one who would put his Lhreat into cxecntion. 

Old Blulre gazed around at the group, but lie could not 
see a friendly Iacc among them. 

The bailiff was scowling at  his master, and muttering 
loud threats as to thc punisllmcnt in store for him. 

Mr. L timer also cast ominous glances nt father and son, 
and they both knew that the old Frenchman llud good rea- --- son to hate them. 

Even J i m  Barlow, their private detective, seemed to re- 
gard the wretched pair with undisguised scorn, as he jeered 
at  the old man when he threatened to have then1 d l  arrested 
for murdering his son. 

Celia Latimer drem back a little toward the grove, but 
she wns near enough for her cliscar~led husband to notice 
the indignant and scornfnl glanccs in her glorions dark 
eyes. 

But the nlost striking fignre presented in  that strange 
scene was the young Sou Lh American. 

Standing before his opponent, pistol in hand, while the 
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diver was preparing to give the word, Darcy O'Connor raised 
his voice, crying: 
"Colo~~elElukc, the 11onr has come for your just punish- 

ment. Dicl I so desire, I coal11 have you brnncled *a felon, 
mlcl sent to prison COP lilc, but I am cletcrn~incd to punish 
you wilh my own haucl." 

The clcspcrnte man sneered, and stampecl his foot impa- 
tiantly, as hc criccl: 

" C c ~ s e  this nonsense, and let us on with the~work. I am 
not dcncl yct, ancl I will live to crush all such treacllcrous 
wrelcI~csAS you are." 

The olcl nlan mnde i ~ n o t h c ~  effort to clrag his son away, 8s 
he cried: 

"Oh, Chi~~ley,CI~:irley, this is n game to put you out of 
the way. Don't yon see there is not a friendly face aronncl 
yon, barring my own? YOU mnrdering villains, if your 

don't stop this work, I'll 1lii~eyon all hung for murder to- 
l1lol'ro~." 

The wonnilccl bailiff rri~ised his voice as loud as 11c could 
at  the morncut, ey ing :  

"It is yon who will be hung for rn.nrder, yon treacherous 
old villain!" 

"Yon are a! liar, Tom Doyle, as I never fired a shot at 
yon at all." 

The y o m ~ g  Sonth American raised his voice again, crying: 
"Silcace! Will some one gag that olcl wretch, who has I 

been il thief ancl robber from his cnrliest Boyhood? If my 
op~onc.nt is r edy ,  1am." 

Tlie direr thcn rniscil his voice, and g m e  his instructions 
to the clnelists, while J i m  Bnrlow dragged the wretched 
old man aside, saying: 

<' You may t h m k  yourself for dl this, as you will know 
before you die." 

A11 was ready, and tho word was given by the diver. 
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Tlie pistols flnshocl out at  the same moment, and an 
instant later Colonel Blake fell to the ground, crying: 

"I an1 hit in the leg." 
Pcarful cries of lamentntiou then burst from old Blake, 

as he rnshetl to his wouncled son, yelling: 
aThis is willful murder, and I'll lmve yon all h~ulg." 
The two secoricls then meat to the aid of the wouljitled 

man, who had rcceivcd a ball in the leg. 
The yomg stranger from Sonth America was not 

in jurerl. 
Hc also sdvanccd until he stood over his opponent, and 

lie tllen aclclressecl hini in thrilling tones, crying: 
"Charles 13lulie, I could hnvc shot you in the hmrt,  bnt 

I wished yon to live so that yo11 may learn the truths 1will 
now unfold to you." 

The wonndocl man groanecl in agony, while his f:~ther 
exclaimccl: 

"The poor boy will be a cripple for life. Oh, what good 
is all the money nov?" 

The young Solitli Americm tnrnerl on old Blake, as he 
repliecl: 

"You have no money now, as 1 can inform you that you 
are a beggar, and I cffected your r~lia." 

The old inan bnmt out; into n sconlfnl Img11, and the1.e 
was a strong touch of lunacy in his voice, as he cried: 
"Is it mo have no n~oney? Why, you bcggarly honnd, 

I conld buy and sell you twc111,y tinlcs over." 
Tho young str.mger replied, iu calm tones: 
"1 repmt thnt yon are :L bqgar ,  ancl I cnn soon prow it. 

Your banking honsc in Londou hns fnilcd, all the property 
yon hcld 11ns been scizcd by you? crcditors, and you will be 
loclged in piison for fraoil bcfore morning." 

The dcteclivo thcn stcppml formnrcl, s:~ging: 
"The geut1cm:cn has spoken the truth, as I h u e  informs- 
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tion from London to that effect, arid I knew it m m  coming 
for some timc past." 

The n m i  then drew forth a aalxmt,  clapping his hand 
on the shoultlcr of the trcm1)ling old n i m  at the same time, 
as lic acltlecl : 

'* lIere is a wurrau t for your arrest for attempting to shoot 
yonr bailifl'." 

The miscl.$~lo old wrctch fell on his knees and implored 
for mercy, while his WI-ctchccl son gronncd in agony. 

The yonng South American then spoke ilgain in his 
thrilling toncs, saying: 
'(Coloucl Ulslte, about six years ago yiru had a friend 

whom yon prctencLec1 to like, and that friend you betrayed 
to an uatinlely c h t h  by tho foalcst treachery." 
"To whoin clo yon allncle?" demanded Colonel Blake, as 

he comm~ncod to recognize something familiar in the tones 
01 his accnscr. 

"I allude to Eeclmond O'Connol; who was^ engaged to 
this lady Ilcrc. I will nslr her how you won her as yonr 
bride?" 

The handsome young French .woman cast a look of hntred 
at her husband, ns sllc exclaimed: 
"EIe won me by the foulest lies and the basest treach- 

ery !" 
Old T~at~imm then raised his voice, crying: 
"Fntller :nld sou sent me to n clnngeon in Paris, so that 

I would not bc present here to sliielcl my danghter." 
The woiul~cicd man was glaring nt his opponent, and he 

then c r i d :  
"You nre not Dnrcy O'Coni~or, but Rcclmoncl O'Connor 

himself, the convicted felon. Oficcr, I call on you to arrest 
t l d  mnn, who wns scnteuccd to prison for liPe." 

The r e d  Rr~cdmoud O'Connor tore off his disguise at  the 
moment and prcscn ted his glowing featnres to the goup, 
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drstving a packet from his pocket at the same time, aa he 
cried : 

" Ycs, I am Reclmoncl O'Connor, and I mu a convicted 
felon through the instrnment:~lity of those wretches; but 
there is n ~ y  frce pardon from the government, and I stand 
hcre on the soil of my falliers a frce man. Thc old home- 
stead is mine, these lands are mine, and you are both 'org-
g:n.s. Such is the retribntiou wliich I have been bringing 
on your hcacls since I escaped from Spike Islmd on t h c  
nigh L of the rcvolt." 

A murmur of aclmiration and : ~ p p r o ~ d  arose from those 
present, while the young woman seizcci the hand of her for- 
mer lover and pressccl it to her lips, as she cried: 
" I t  was ou this very spot that 1last behcld you, and I re-

joice to mcet you liere again." 
Deep groans burst from the ~ ~ r c t c h c d  father and son, and 

the old man exc1:~imed in frantic tones: 
"Don't give up yet, Charley, ,hs we will find the treasure 

very soon." 
A t  that moment the oltl Spaniard appeared from the 

grove, and nclclressecl Oscar Blake in fierce toncs, crying: 
" The trensure of tlic Inlie has been sccnrecl by me, yon 

trcacherons pirate. By me it has been givcn to and shared 
with this b m ~ e  young man ~ h o m  yon tried to linve put to 
death, 0sc:tr Bldce. I an1 Sandlo, the smngglcr. " 

Old Blalre stared at the old forcignel; and he thcn cried 
in frantic .Lanes: 

"Then yon we a robber if not s ghost. Where is the  
treanre?" 

As the Idf-cmzy old man spoke he sprang at the old 
Spaniard, and clutched him by the throat. 

A furious si,lngg+ thcn ellsiwrl on the edge of the lake, 
and bciore :my one could inl,cb~fcre the former nssociates 
went down into the rvntcr togcthcr, while old Sancho cried: 
. Yes, I will show you where the treasure a s s  kept." 
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They then sank under the nrater and disappeared, as Red- 
mond O'Connor cried: 

"Fear not they will be dromned, as they will appear 
again." 

Colonel B1:~lce .rms in  too much agony of mind and body 
to care mnch what became of his wretched father, and he 
only groaned for medical aid. 

Woman-like, his wife then approached him and knelt to 
dress his wound, wying: 

"Yon are a wicked mretch, but 1 cantlot desert you in 
your agony." 

There was no mercy in the eyes of Redmond O'Connor, 
as he remembered his father's untimely death and his own 
intcnse sufferings in the gloomy prison, so he turned away, 
saying: 

"Yon will be bornu to the doctor's lionse in the  village, 
b ~ ~ tyo11 will never enter the home of my fnthcr again." 

The others were watching the water when ltedmonil 
@'Connor joinecl them, saying: 

Fear not that they will perish, as my old friend knows 
the secrct of tllc lake." 
110was about to say something moro when the young wo- 

man nplxoachd him, saying: 
"The wonndecl man desires a fern words with you, as he 

fears he is dying." 
R,cilinoud was soon at the side of his old enemy, who 

starccl engcdy in his fncc as he  aslccd: 
"Are yo11 redly Rcdmond Q'Connol*?" 
'' 1 am." 
"Is it trne that me are ruined, as you say, and that you 

were the c:~nse of it all?' 
"It is trine as that yon are lying wonndcd there, ancl 1 

have been the cause of it all. On the night when I escaped 
from prison and learned of your treachery I swore that I 
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wonld hound yon to death, and I have been plotting against 
you ever sincc." 

The wounded man pointed to the detective and the direr 
as he aslied : 
"Are these men in your employ?" 
"They are. Thcre is not a man on your place, from 

Tom Doyle down to the stable-boy, who is not in my secret 
omploy. I have laid my plans so that your every moveinent 
is watched. I beguiled yo11 on here to seeli the treasnre, 
and you are both beggars now." 

The woundcd man groancd in agony, as he responded: 
"1 fear that JOLI are telling tlle troth, and I htwe been 

justly ponishecl for my crimes. Spare my wretched old 
father, as he has sinned for me." 

"Your wretched old f:~t'her must bear his share of the 
punishment, for hc robbed my father and sent him to 
prison. You have lived to learn that there is always justice 
on this earth as well as in the world to come." 

The wounded man groaned again, as he replied, with a 
sigh : 
" I feel that you are right. If I live, I will try to change 

my ways of life." 
A wild cry mas liearc1 from thc grove at  tlle moment, and 

then old B1:h  1mliec1 out on tllc sceuc. 
The old wretch's clotlies were chipping with water, and 

there was n wilder gleam in his eyes as he flung himself by 
his son, crying: 
"Oh, Chal+y, Charley, I saw the spot where the treasure 

was kept, and it was wonderful entirely!" 
"You are doting, father," replied the  wounded man. 

"How did you come out ?" 
"Murder alive! I couldn't tcll, or how I went in either; 

but there we the chests thal held the gold, in n cave under 
the very spot whcrc we are standing nom. The chests are 
empty, but they are the very oncs I saw them buly long 
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years ago, and it was Sancho, the Spaniard, shoved them 
to me." 

At that moment the old Spaniard stcpped out from tho 
grove, and his cloi;hc?s were dripping met also, while he 
cried: 

"1 mill esplajn tho secret of the lalie, and how the trens-
ure was hidden there." 
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OHAPTER XVIL 

TLEE SECRET O F  THE LAKE. 

The old Spaniard turned his scoirling face on Oscar 
Blake, and there mas no pity in his glance either, as he 
demanded: 
"Did yon not spy on ns here one night very many years 

ago ?" 
I t  was very evident that the old wnetch was growing quite 

idiotic, as he laughed in a merry way ere he replied, in 
churlish tones: 

"To be sure I did, and it was 611e fun I had frightening 
you all that night." 

The old Spnninrcl scowled again, as he continued: 
"Then you betrayed us on the following morning to the 

revenue cutter, although you were in my pay at the time." 
"Of course I did. Didn't I get a hundred golden 

gnineas for it, and didn't I hope to get dl the trewnre 
you buried besides?" 

('And you clicln't gct it." 
The old wretch's eyes gleamed in a ferocious manner, ns 

he cried: 
"I'll have the goId yet in spite of yon, see if I don't. 

Charley, my boy, this land and lake are oms and we can 
claim d l  the treasnre found on it. If you lose your leg I 
will b ~ ~ y  you n wooden onc, and what does it mattm?" 

The old Spmiarcl turncci away in disgust from Oscar 
Blake, and acldrcssecl his wounded son, saying: 

"I vill tell you first about Lhe trensure of the lakc.'' 
Charles Blake cast a pilying glance at his father, ns he re- 

plied: 
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Yes, yes, tell it and he donc with it, as I fear I am 
bleeding to ile:~tli." 

The old ,Spaniiu~l then continned: 
'iOu a ci:rt:~in nigliti, n lmy yeus  ago! my men and me 

brought Eonr clicsts from onr vessel in the bay to hide them 
here in that grove. 

'' As we were digging the 'holes to bury them in thnt old 
traitor stolc on ns to spy, and wc linntecl him away. We 
then hesitated about burying .them liere, w l m  one of the 
men with his sp:~clc dog ont a Iargc hole like a c:~vc that 
was already muile. 
''On examining this hole we f o m d  that; it led out to it 

cave that was lmlf filled with water, and the w t c r  r ~ ~ n n i u g  
into i t  from the lake. 

"We then concludecl to place our bows in the watel: in 
the cave, cover up the whole wcll a p i u ,  and leave our secret 
in the deep water. 

<' We expected to return in a nlontli or SO and secure our 
ontrenslue, b ~ l t  we wcre c l l ~ ~ ~ c d  the following mol-niug by 

an Englishvcssel, and our ship sunk in the biy outsicle. 
"All my men perished in the wnvcs cscept nlyself and 

three others. They died soon niter in prison, but I live 
yet. I escqwd from prison somc months ago, and then 
hastened here to get some of my tre:mre." 

The old Spiminrcl tlicn t~zrned and l i d  his hand ou Recl-
moncl 0'Connor7s shonl~:lcr, ns he continued: 

"Tllat night I met my son aud friend l~cre, and he had 
just retnruccl from an English prison also. He was mined. 
and robbed by the man who bctr:~ycd me to the Xnglish 
crniser long years before. 

"When 11cm.necl his history we became sworn friends, 
and I s h n l d  with him m.y t~wswe."  

Reclmond 07Connor here intcrposod, md gaspecl the old 
Spaninrcl's hand, saying: 

"Yes, and we swore to be avengacl on thoso who had 
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oaths." 

The diver addressed the old Spnni;~rrI, saying: 
';Bat how did yon get into the cave £rum lllo water?' 
The old Spaniard grinned as he replied: 
c6  That is my secret, and the sccrct of my young Diend 

here, but I will tell it to you all, ;.IS the gold is goue f m n  
i t  now. 

On the night that I met my friend hero 1had n o  sliovel 
to dig, and I thought I could find my way inlo the cave from 
the lake. 

Being a good diver, I plnnged in and groped aro~uld at 
the siclc. Then I did find what yon wonlcl call a slaice 
formed by the rocks, behind which is the cave. 

"Great was my joy when I found m y  gold nll safe, and 
that 1 would not have to dig a, hole to find it, and thereby 
expose the secret." 

The diver again spoke, saying: 
"Then that was not the way you came out of the cave 

now, Mr. Gonzales?~ 
Oh, no. When the gold was all removed my  yonng 

friend and I dug a hole behind here, to play some tricks on 
the brigands who mere after my tre:sure." 

The old Spaniard then tunled again to Oscar Blake with 
a fearful grin, saying: 
"We did use that gold to speculate and to beggar you. 

We have been watching you and plotting ngniust you, and 
we now know that you are two miserable begg:~rs." 

Colonel Blake revived a little, rind he cast a, look of hate 
at  the old Spaniard, 2s Ile replied: 

Yon are an escnpcd convict and a robber, n ~ ~ d  I call on 
those around to arrest you." 

A scornful laugh burst from the old Spaniard, and his 
eyes glared defiance, as he cried: 
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"Bah! You are one hatcful fool. The people around 
are niy friends, and they wiil not touch me iu enmity." 

Tllc old Sp;tui~wl t l m  pointed to the stenm yacht down 
the bay, as lie cricd: 

"If tlnngcr sl~o~ilclcornc I hilvc fleet wings to bear me 
,zn:Ljr lo Slmin, and n ~ y  son here will come with me." 
"Will1 tlic greatest of pleasure," replied I2edmoud 

O'Counor. "I will share your life with you, olcl friend, 
wherever yon go." 

Old Oscar I)lalce nppeared to be listening to the conversa- 
tion for some moments, and he then sprang sncldenly ap 
from his son's side, saying: 
;'J-Invc conrngc, Oh:n.lcy, 1 will finc1 the trcasure yct." 
" Yon old villain," cried the Spauiord, " it has been 1111 

removed. " 
"It is you that is lying, as I will soon p r o ~ e . ~ '  
As the wr~tchcd old lnnatic spoke he ~nacle a dash for the 

lake m ~ d  plnngcd in head foremost, crying: 
"IIcre goes for the golcl." 
Some effo~t  was macle to save the wretched old man, as 

the  diver and Rcclmouil O'Connor plnngecl in after him. 
When they did bring hinl to the snrfme ng:tin 11c vas  

dead, with his hands c l ~ t c h i n g  some pieccs of rock which 
he had fonncl at the bottom of tlic l a l i~ ,  2nd whicli hc had 
fancicd 3 portion of the golcl hc htld dreamt so much about 
for long years. 

Coloncl Blalrc mas rcnlovecl to the honso 0.f the village 
snrgpon that night, but he died before the morning 
dawncd. 

When the sun appeared again over the little bay, the 
stenm yach t of the Spaniard liacl clisappcared, and with i t  
all the othcrs w11o had talien part in the strange scene 
enacted that night. 

It was ,soon after announced that Eedmond O'Connor 
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had clkposecl of his Irish property, and tliat he hncl retircd 
to live in Spain. 

It was :dso rumorcd that he v-ns the secret leacler of a 
powerful orgnniz:~tion having for its object the overthrow 
of the Bnglisll rnle in Irclnnd. 

A c e r t ~ ~ i nweslthy yonng Spaniard often appears in Lon- 
don and Fr:~nce with s beautiful wife, and that young 
woman is thc one who was lx?trajed into an unhappy mar- 
riage by Colonel I31ake. 

I t  is nsscrtecl tliat tlic wealthy yomig Spaninrd is of Irish 
descent, that lie is itn111ensely woallliy, m c l  thnl; he devotes 
large sums of moncy in buyi 1 q  the most ap provcrl arms. 

The people :~rouncl the old Irish villuge reccivo a visit 
from Reclmond O'Connor abont cvery sis months, when the 
steam ymht flics in nncl 01th of thc harbor lilcc an cn-
chanted bark. 

The humblc people of the neighborlioocl look on young 
O'Conaor as a pcrfect goilscncl to them, as he spend9 his 
money among them in the most lavish manner. 

Else~vherc lie is known as the Irish Monte-Cristo, and 
many storics are told of his daring deeds, his acts of gen- 
erosity, and his hatred of ull tyrants. 
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